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' MDCCLIV. 


. 


Fercb d ævithb reluctant Virtue to approve, 


PFROLOGUE 


By a Friend. | 
7 YONGE FT has the Bullin'd Muſe, auith Lien mean 
5 0 08 Debas'd the Cher. of the Tregic Scene: 
i hile punny V iliains dreft in ; Purple Pri „ide, 
wo Vs i1:th Crimes obſcence the Hear) u- horn Ra, e 
142 Bely d. 
2: "TY for belongs to mourn the Here's Fate, 
To trace the Errnys of the Wije and Great ; 
To mari th Exceſs of Paſſions t5⁰ rend, 
And paint the i wnults of aG A- life Mind ; 
Il here mix'd with Rage, exalted 7 houghts combine, 
And darkcſ? Deeds evith beautecus Crlours Hine. 
Such Lights and Shad's in a xe - mingl'd Draught, 


| By c CUYIGMS touch of artful Pencils wrought, 


11706 > ſoft Deceit amuſe the doubiful Eye, 
Plcas'd 2 the Conffici of the arious Dye. 

Thus through the foll:wing Scenes with ſweet Saypri TRE, 
Firtue and Guilt in dread Confafion riſe, | 
Aud Loce and Hate, at ance, and Grief and Jay, 


| Pity and Rage, their mingled Force employ. 


Here the ſoft Vi irgin ſees with fecret Shame, 
Her Charms excell'd by Frienqbigs purer Flame, 


7 he generous Hero au rejects her 1 
Behold him There with gloomy Palſions ftain'd, 
lie fuldefed, and an injur' d Friend; 
7 et ſe: + the Tail auhere Innocence is can ght. 


| That ra/5 & Suſpects A ſeems awithout a Fault. 


I 2 ene a wwe left Beauty jaould ſucceed, 


Aud aint wiſh ev'n Virtue's ſeif may bleed. 


Mark ævell the black Revenge, the cruel Guile, 
The Traitor -fiend trampling the lovely Spoil 
Of Beauty, Truth, ard Innocence opprejt, © 
Then let the Rage 75 Furies fire your Breaſt. 

Yet may lus mighty Wrongs, his fuſt Dijaarn, 
His bleeding Crates, his lob Father fla, 
His Martial Pride, your Admiration raiſe, 
A crown him with irvo;untary Praiſe. 


A 3 Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN. 
Din Alengo, the Spaniſb 1 
CE ho Booth, 
General, | 
E Dan Car! 25, N K riend, Mr. Wks. 
Par Al Larez, a Courtier, f Mr. Thur mond. 
Don Manuel, Attendant of 
oY Williams. ED 
n Carlos, . 


Zorga, a Captive Moor, Mr. Mills. = \ 
WOMEN 

Lecrora, Alvarez's Daughter, Mrs. Porter. 

Jabella, the Moor's Miſtreſs, Mrs. 17: ton. 
SCENE SPAIN. 


THE 


RE VE N GE, 


ACT.-L SCENE. 
Enter Zanga. 


Z ANG 4. | 
HETHER firſt Nature, or long wan: 
of Peace, (tell; 
Has wrought my Mind to this, I cannot 


BY But Horrors now are not diſpleaſing to 
| me : | - 


| N I like this rocking of the Battlements. 
Rage on ye Winds, burſt Clouds, and Waters roar ! 
You bear a juſt Reſemblance of my Fortune, 

And ſuit the gloomy Habit of my Soul. 
EIS Ro ; | | A 4 | Enter 


r — 


— — — 


* 
Ii imote me on the Cheek 


The RevEeNGE. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Who's there? iy Love! 


lab. Why have you leſt my Ped ? 
Four Abſence more Las his me than the Storm. 
Zan. The Dead alone in ſuch a a Night can reſt, 
And Tindulze my Neg tation here. | 
2 I Ia. I chocſe to be alone. | 
5.” I know you do, and therefore will not leave you; 
[cud me, Zara, therefore dare not leave you. 
[> tis a Night 1 Wa alks of Contemplation? 
Som . ung vnuſual! Hangs wpon Your Hen rt, 
And I willi:zow 1t: By our Loves, I will. 
io you I fa . my Virgin F. me; 
Aik I tov much to ſtare in your Dittreſs ? 
Zan. In Tears? Thou Fool! then hear me, and bs 
In Hell's Abyis, if ever it eſcape thee. _ (plurg'd 
lo firixe thace with Aſtoniſhment at once, 5 


I hate Atnzo. Firſt recover that, 


And then thou ſhalt hear far ther. 
tjas, Hate Altnxc ! | | 
I own, I ther ught Hlorxo mell your Frierd, 
And that he lo the Maſter in that Name. | 
Zam. E ar then. Lis twice three Years finee that 
| . reat Nan 


(Great let me call hin; for he conquer d Me) 
Nd TLC thc Ca ptve of h1 15 4 21 in Fic 
Ee leu m Father, and threw Cle ins Ger me, 
\ 


De 4 wich pious Rage puriu'd Revenge. 
I] then v.25 yo.ng, he] lac d me near his Aries on, 
And thought me not Gihonour'd by his Servic 

One Day (may that returning Day be Nioht, 
1. ie Stain, the Curie. of each ſucceeding Year) 
Ir ſomething, or for nothing, in his Rise 

e truck me. (While 1 tell it, do 1 liese?) 
a d net Aab him; 
1 or tat Were POUT Revenge E er {ince, 1113 Folly 
Has Oe c bury it beneath a Heap 


* 


9 The RER¶RVIEN GE. 9 
Of Kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot. 
1 Inſolent T hought ! and like a ſecond Blow ! 
| Aﬀronts are innocent, where Men are worthleſs; 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop Revenge. 
Jab. But with more Temper, Zanga, tell your Story: 
Jo fee your ſtrong Emotions ſtartles me. 
Zan. Yes, Woman, with the 'Temper that befits it. 
las the dark Adder Venom? So have I 
hen trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſhalt feel me ! 
For from that Day, that Day of my Diſhtmour, 
T from that Day have curs'd the riſing Sun, 
Which never fail'd to tell me of my Shame. 
from that Day have bleſt the coming Night, 
Which promis'd to conceal it; but in vain: 
The Blow return'd for ever in my Dream. 
Yet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an Occaſion 
_ Of ample Vengeance; none is yet arriv'd. 
Howe'er at preſent I conceive warm Hopes | 
Of what may wound him fore, in his Ambition, 
Life of his Life, and dearer than his Soul. 
By nightly March he N d to ſurprize 
The Mooriſh Camp; but I have taken Care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his Favour. 
_ Failing in this, a Caſt of utmoſt Moment, 
Would darken all the Conqueſts he has won. 
Jab. Juit as I enter'd an Expreſs arriv'd. 
Te: Zan. To whom ? 
N Jab. His Friend, Don Carlos. 
| Zan. Be propitious, - 
0 PMahomet, on this important Hour, 
And give at length my famiſh'd Soul Revenge 
What is Rey enge, but 8 to call in 
Our Honour's Debts, and Wiſdom to convert 
Other's Self-love into our own Protection? 
But ſee, the Morning Ray breaks in Fax us, 
[1 ſeek Don Fo and enquire my [ Zxcurnt 


TY 8 | | Enter 


The REVYEN GE. 


Erter Manuel and Don Carlos. 


A Lin. y Lord Don Carlos, what brings your Expreſs ? 

Car. Awnzo's Glory, and the Mor, Defeat. | 

The Field is ſtrew'd with twice ten thouſand ſlain, 

'Tho' he ſuſpects his Meaſures were betray d. 

He'll ſoon arrive. O, how I long to embrace 

Tune firſt of Heroes: and the beſt of Friends 

Tlov'd fair Leenora long before | 

The Chance of Battle gave me to the Moors, | 

From whom fo late Alonzo ſet me free; 

And while I groan'd in Bondage, I deputed 

This Great Alonxo, whom her F: ather honours, 

To be my gentle Advocate in Love, 

To ſtir her Heart, and fan its Fires for me. 
Man. And what Succels ? 
Car. Alas, the cruel Maid | 

Indeed. her Father, who tho lieh at Court, 

And powerful with the King, has Wealth at Heart, 

To heal his Devaſtations from the Moors, 

Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Fat, 

My Fleet now failing in the _ of Spain, 
(Heav'n guard it ſafe thro” ſuch a dreadful Storm 

Careſſes me, and urges her to wed. | 

Man. Her aged Father 

Leads her this way. 

Car. She looks like 3 Truth, 

Brought forth by the Hand of hoary Time 

You to the Port with ſpeed, tis poſlible 

Some Vetlel is arriv'd. Heav'n grant it bring 

Tidings, which Carlos may receive wich Joy. 


Mu Alvarez and Leonora. 


tho Don Carlos, I am labouring in your Favour 
With all a Parent's ſoſt Authority, 
And earneti Counſcl. | 

Car. ungel, ſecond you! 


« ). 


JJ  þ Aa 0 
For all my Bliſs or Miſery hangs on it. 
Av. Daughter, the Rappineſs of Life 3 
On our Diſcretion, and a prudent Choice; 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, 
And cloſer view'd, you'll find they are unwiſe: 
Some Flaw in their own Conduct lies beneath, | 
And 'tis the Trick of Fools to ſave their Credit, 
Which brought another Language into Uſe. 
Don Carlos is of ancient, noble Blood, 
nd then his Wealth might mend a Prince's Fortune. 
Vor him the Sun is labouring in the Mines, 
faithful Slave, and turning Earth to Gold. 
Fis Keels are freighted with that ſacred Pow'r, 
By which ev'n Kings and Emperors are made. 
Sir, you have my good Wiſhes, and I hope [To Car. 
My Daughter is not indiſpos'd to hear you. [Ex. Alv. 
Car. G Lexrora! why art thou in Tears ? 
Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was? 
Before your Father gave me leave to woo you, 
Huſh'd was your Boſom, and your Eye ſerene. 
Will you tor ever help me to ne Pains, 
And keep Reſerves of Torment in your Hand, 
To let them looſe on every Dawn of Joy ? 
Leon. Think you my Father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no Dominion o'er my Team ? 
A Daughter ſure may be right dutiful, 
Whoſe "Years alone are free from a Reſtraint. 
Car. Ah my torn Heart ! 
Leon. j. Regard not me, my Lord, 
[ tall obey my Father. 5 
Car. Diſobey him, 
Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus | 
With abſent Eyes, and alienated Mien, 
Suff ring Addreſs, the Victim of my Love. 
Q let me be undone the comm .n Va 
And have the common Comfort to "bp pity d, 
Aud not be ruin'd in the Maſk of Bliſs, 
And % be envy'd, and be wretched too! 
Love calls for Love. Nat all the Pride of Beauty, 


Thaſe 


— — : 
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'Fhoſe Eyes that tell us what the Sun is made of, 
Ihoſe Lips, whoſe Touch is to be bought with Life, 
"Thoſe e of driven Snow, which ſeen are felt; 
Alt e Foil I, are nought, but as thev are 

The Pe root, the Subſt; mce "of an inward Patun, 

And the rich Plunder of a taken Heart. 


Leon. Alas! my Loi d, we are too delicate; 
Ary when. ve gra 15 the Happine s We iſh d, 
We call on Wit to arte it away 


A pluner Man w ald not feel half your Pain; 
_ ſome eh bare too much Wiſdom to be ha PES. 
Car; Had I known this before, it had been well; 
] had not then ſollicited vour Father 
To add to my Diſtreſs; as you behave, 
Your Father's Kindneſs tabs me to the Heart. 
Give me your Hand Nay, give it, Leomra, 
You give it not, — nay, ver Jon's TIVE it not 
I ravith Ak. 
Lern. 1 pray, my "0 no more. 
Car. Ah, w hy ſo iad? You know each Sigh does ſake me; 
Signs Tere, are 1 empeits here. | 
I've heard, bad Men would be unbleſt in Heir n: 
What 13 my Guilt, that makes me fo with „ou? 
Have I not languith'd proſtrate at thy Feer ? 
Have I not liv'd whole Days upon thy Sight? 
Have I not ſcen thee where thou haſt not been * 
And, mad with the Idea, claſp d the M' ind, 
Aud * upon Nothing? 
Lec. Court me not, 
"© GE" Cob, by recounting of my Faults, 
And telling how ungrateful | have been. 
Alus! my E 1. { ralking would prevail, 
| could ſuggeſt much better Arguments. 
Than tao 2 K e garde you threw Way on me; 
Your Valour, Honour, Wildom, Prais 'd by all. 
Put bil Fhyucians talk our Veins to temper, 
* 4 with an Argun tent Nev iet 2 Pulte; 
hen think, my Lord, of reuſoning into Love: 
. Mud deſp 245 then? m0 not ſhake me thu; 
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The RRVEN Ox. I 
My Tempeſt-beaten Heart is cold to Death. 
Ak! turn, and let me warm me in thy Beauties. 
Heav'ns ! what a Proof I gave but two Nights paſt 
Of matchleſs Love ! To fling me at thy F cet, 
| lighted Friendſhip, and I flew. from Fame ; 
Nor heard the Summons of the next Day's Battle: 
But darting headlong to thy Arms, I left 
The promis 'd Fight, I left Alonxo too TT 
To itand the War, and que!l a World alone. [ Trumpeti. 
Len. The Victor comes. My Lord, 1 mult withdraw. 
Car. And muſt you go? 
eon. Why ſhou'd you wiſh me ſtay? 
Your Friend's Arrival will bring Comfort to you, 
My Preſence none; it pains you and myſelf; 
For both our ft: kes, permit me to withdraw. [Ex. Leon. 
Cor. Sure, there's no Peril but in Love. Oh how 
My Foes wou'd boaſt to ſee me look ſo pale! 


49 


Enter Alonzo. 


Car. Alonxo 
Alan. Carlos] -I am whole again, 
Clafpt in thy Arms, it makes my Heart entire. 
Car. Whom dare 1 thus embrace ? the Conqueror of 
Afr ack ? 
Alen. Yes, much more, Don Carle Friend. 
Ihe Conqueſt of the World would coſt me dear, 
Should it beget one Thought of Diſtance in thee. 
. I rile in Virtues to come nearer thee. 
conquer with Don Carlos in my Eye, 
And thus I claim my Victory's Reward. [ Embracing im. 
Ca 5 Victory indeed! Vour godlike Arm 
Has made one Spot the Grave ot Africa, 
Such Numbers fell! and the Survivors fled 
As frighted Paſſengers from off the Strand, 
When the ATION Sea comes roaring on taem. 
Aion. "Fwas Cariss conquer'd, twas his cruel Chi; 
- Ieflan''d me to a Rage ak Sn before, 
And threw my former "At ons tar behind. 


(ar 


14 The RRVEN OE. 
Car. I love fair Leonora. How TI love her! 

Yet ſtill I find (I know not how it is) 

Another Heart, another Soul for thee. | 

Thy Friendſhip warms, 1t raifes, it tranſports 

Like Muſick, pure the Joy, without Alloy, 

Whole very Rapture is Tranquillity: 

But Love, like Wine, gives a tumultuous Bliſs, 

Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal Pleaſures ; 

But mingles Pa ings and Madneſs in the Bow]. 


Enter J. anga. 


Zan. Manuel, my Laid, returning from the Port, 
On Buſineſs both of Moment and of Haſte, _ 
Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in private with you. 

Car. In private ?= Ha!— Alonzs, Ill return, 
No Buſineſs can detain me long from thee. [Ex. Car. 
Zan, My Lord Alonzo, T obey'd your Orders. | 
Alon. Will the fair Leonora pals this W ay? 
Zan. She will, my Lord, and ſoon. 
Alon. Come near me, Zana; | 
For I dare open all my Heart to thee. 
Never was ſuch a Day of Triumph known. 
There's not a wounded Captive in my Train, 
That ſlowly follow'd my proud Chariot Wheels, 
With half a Life, and Beggarv, and Chains, 
But is a God to me: I am moſt wretched. 
In his Captivity, thou know'ft Don Carlis, 
My Friend (and never was a Friend more dear 
Deputed me his Advocate i in Love, 
To talk to Leanora's Heart, and make 
A tender Party in her Thoughts for him. 
What did I do ? I lov'd myſelf. Indeed, 
One thing there is might lefſen my Offence, 
If ſuch Offence admits of being lefſen'd) | 
: thought him dead; for (by what Fate I know not) 
Ii Letters never reach'd me. | 
Zan T mas to Zanga, 
Who thence contriv'd that Evilwhch has happen d. 2 


Lion. 


The Revence. 15 
Alon. Yes, curs'd of Heav'n! I lov'd myſelf, and now 
In a late Action, reſcued from the Moors, 
L have brought home my Rival in my Friend. 
Zan. We hear, my Lord, that in that Action _ 
Your interpoſing Arm preſerv d his Life. 
Alon. I did— with more than the Expence of mine; 
For oh! this Day is mention'd for their Nuptials 
But ſee, ſhe comes — I'll take my leave, and die. 
Zan. Hadſt thou a thouſand Lives, thy Death would 
pleaſe me. 
Unhappy Fate ! My Country overcome : 
My fix Years Hope of Vengeance quite expir'd !- 
Would Nature were — ] will not fall alone: 
But other's Groans ſhall tell the World my Death. 4h, ſe. 


Ex nter Leonora. 


Alon. When Nature ends with Anguiſh like to _ 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the vs 
And bid his Light adieu. 
Leon. The mighty Conqueror 
Diſmay'd! I thought you gave the Foe your Serbe . 
1 O cruel Inſult! are thoſe Tears your Sport, 
Which nothing but a Love for you could draw ? 
Africk I quell'd, in ho 7 by that to purchaſe 
Your leave to ſigh unſcorn d; but I complain not; 
"Twas but a World, and you are — Leonora. 


Leon. That Paſkon. which you boaſt of, 15 your Guilt, | 


A Treaſon to your Friend. You think mean of me, 
To plead your Crimes as Motives of my Love. 
Alon. You, Madam, ought to thank thoſe Crimes you 
| blame; 5 
Tis they permit you to be thus has, 
Without the Cenſure both of Earth and Heav'n- 
T fondly thought a laſt Look might be kind. 
Farewel for erer —— This ſevere Behaviour 
_ Has to my Comfort, made it ſweet to die. | 
| Les . Farewel for ever l——Sweet to die ! G 
Heavn! 5 22 


PH il a9, 
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Alonso, tar, you muſt not thus eſcape me ; 

But he our Guilt at * 

Al. L. ener f 

What could 1 do? In Duty to my Friend, 

Ifaw you; and to fee, is to admire. 

For Carizs did J plead, and moſt fincerel:. 

Witne!s the thouſand Agonies it coſt me. 

You krow I did, I ſought but vour Eſteem, 

I: that is Guilt, an Angel had been guilty. 

I oiten ſigh'd, nay, wept; but could not help it; 

And ſure it is no Crime to be in Pain. 

But grant my Crime was great, I'm greatly curs'd. 

What would you more? Am I not moſt undone ? 

This Uſage is like ſtamping on the Murder d, 

When Lite 1s fled ; moſt barbarous and unjuſt. 

Leon. If from your Guilt none ſuffer d but vourſclf, 

It might be to Farewel. [G. 
Alon. Who ſuffers with me? . | 
Leen. Enjoy your Ignorance, and let me go. 

Alon. Alas | what is there I can fear to know, 

vince I already know your Hate? ? Your Actions 

Have long ff ſince told me that. | 
Leon. They flatter'd you. 

Alon. How? Flatter'd me! 
Leon. O ſcarch in Fate no farther '! 
I hate thee, O Alux ! How I hate thee! 
Ahn. Indeed! And do you weep for Hatred too? 
O vhat a doubtful Torment heaves my Heart 

hope it molt—and yet I dread it more. | 

Shou'd it be ſo; ſhould her Tears flow from thence ; 

_ wou d my Soul blaze up in Extaly! _ 

Ah, no! How fink into the Depth of Horrors 
+ Ag Wh y would you force my Stay? 

Alon. Vi hat mean theſe Tears? 85 
Leon. 1 weep by Chance; nor have my Tears a Mean- 


ng— 
LULL oh! Men 1 it Tfaw th 35S Tears. 
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1 knew their Meaning well. 


[ Alon. falls paſſionately on his Kees, and takes her 
| an 
Alon. Heavens what is this? That Excellence for 
which | | | 
Deſire was planted in the Heart of Man; 
Virtue's ſupreme Reward on this fide Heay' n; 
The Cordial of my Soul! —and This detftroys me — 
Indeed, I flatter'd me that thou didſt hate. 
Len. Alonzo, pardon me the Injury 
Of loving you. I ſtruggled with my Paſſion, 
And | rug led long; let that be ſome Excuſe. 
Alex. Unkind! You know I think your Love a 
Blethng 
Beyond all human Bleſſings; tis the Price 
Oi Sighs and Groans, and a whole Vear of dying: 
But oh the Curſe of Curſes 5 — my Friend ? 
Leon. Alas 
Alon. What ſays my Love? Speak, Leonora. 
Leon. Was it tor you, my Lord, to be ſo quick 
In finding out Objections to our Love! 3 
Think you to ſtrong my Love, or weak my V utue, 
It was unite to leave that Part to me! 
Aer. I; not the Day then fix'd for your Eſpouſals ? 
Leen. Indecd, my Father once had thought that Way ; 
Bur marking how tne Marriage pain'd my Heart, 
Long he tood doubtful; but at laſt retoly d. 
Your Countel, Which dest zes him in all, 
Should gniſn the Debate. 
„ 2180 Ageny! 
Mutt I no: only loſe her, but be made 
Mvicit the ſuttrument? Not only die; 
Bi: © plunge the Dagger in my Heart myſelf ?. 
115 15 = 1 ming On Cal amity. 


*＋ 


Lear. . hat? Do vou tremble, left you ſtwuld be 


mine? 


For What cle. can vou nate not for that 


My Father places in our Power to alter. | 
Kin. What's in my Powr?-—-O yes, to ſtab my 
friend. ? Leon, 


18 e 


Leon. To ſtab your Friend were barbarous indecd 
5pare him and murder me Loben, Alena, 
vou well may wonder at ſuch Words as theſe, 
I Rart at them myſelf, they fright my Nature. 
ee is my F zalt: but blame not me alone, 
Give him a lite Blame, whe took tuch- Pams: : 
To make me gulity. _ 


Alm. Torment! [ter a Fans Leon. 8 
Leon. O my Shame! 


I ſue, and ſue in vain; it is moſt juſt. 
When Women fue, they ſue to be deny'd. 
Vou hate me, vou deſpiſe me, you do well; 
For what I've done, I hate and ſcorn m/ ſelf. 
O Night fall on me! I ſhall bluſh to Death. 
Alon. Firlt periſh all. 
Leon. Say, what have you refolv' 4! 
My Father comes, what Anſwer will you give him! 
Alon. What Anſwer! Let me look upon that Face, 
And real it there - Devote thee to another ! 
Not to be born! A ſecond Look undoes me. 
Leon. And why undo you ? Is it then, my Lord, 
So terrible to yield to your own Wiſhes, 
Becauſe they happen to concur with mine? 
Cruel ! to take ſuch Pains to win an Heart, 
Which you was conſcious you muſt break with parting.” 
Alon. No, Leonora, I am thine for ever, 
N [ Runs and embraces her. 
In ſpight of Car. % —Ha: Who's that? My Friend ? 4; 
| [Starts wvide from . 
1128 [ 1 ſee him pale, I how his Groan; | 
He foams, he tears his Hair, he raves, he bleeds, 
(I know him by myſelf) he dies diſtracted. 
| Leon, How dreadful to be cut from what we love „ 
Alon. Ah! ſpeak no more. . 
Leon. Andry'd to what we date; | | 
Alon. Oh! 5 „„ 
Leon. Is it poſſible? | | | 3 
Alon. Decay | | $ * 
Leon. Can you ? | 


Alon. 


1 
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Aion. Oh 
Yes, take a Limb; but let my Virtue ſcape. 
Alas! my Soul, this Moment I die for thee. 
[ Breaks anvay. 
Leon. And are you perjur'd then for Virtue's ſake ? 


How often have you {worn ? But go for ever [S. 
Alon. Heart of my Heart, and Effence of my Joy 
Where art thou? Oh, I'm thine, and thine for ever! 


The Groans of F riendihip ſhall be heard no more, 
For whatſoever Crimes I can commit, 


I've felt the Pains already. 
Leon. Hold, Alonzo, © | 

And hear a Maid, whom doubly thou haſt conquer" 'd. 
] love thy Virtue, as I love thy Perſon, , 
And I adore thee for the Pains it gave me; 
But as I felt the Pains, I'll reap the Fruit, 
I'll ſhine out in my Turn, and thew the World 
Thy great Example was not loſt upon me. 
Be ic enough that I have once been guilty ; 
In Sight of ſuch a Pattern to perſiſt, 
Ill ſuits a Perſon honour'd with your Love. 
My other "Titles to that Bliſs are weak, 
I muſt deſerve it by refuſing it. 
Thus then I tear me from thy ers, for ever. 

Shall I contribute to Alonxo's Crimes: 


No, tho” the Life Blood guſhes from my Heart. 
You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leongra, 


Or that late Time may put our Names together. 
Nay, never ſhrink ; tale back the bright Example 
You latz -ly lent; O take it while you may, 
While I can give it you, and be Immortal. (Exit. 
Alen. She's gone, and I fhall ſee that Face no more; 
But pine in Abſence, and till Death adore. 
When with cold Dew my fainting Brow is hung, 
And my Eyes darken, irom my fault'ring Tongue 
Her? Name will tremble in a teeble Moan, | 
And Love with Fate divide my dving Groan. 


er 
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ACT SCENE EF 


Et Manuel and Zanga. 


2 4 NA. 


e true, I cannot blame your Pain 
* ror w retched Carlos; tis but humane in 
11 you. | 

' #3 Duc when arriv'd your diſmal News ? 
enn 4 Mon. This Hcur. 

EP. Ja What, not a Veſſel ſav d? * 

Nun. Ail, all the Storm 


Derart and now oer his late envy'd Fortune 


1 he LUuipains bound, and watry Mountains roar, 
I * kh ant in his Ruin. 

Is Alvareꝝ 
D min'd to deny his Daughter to ! 


T...:c Trcaſure was on Shore, muit that too mn. 
1 common reckt: 


Von. Alcan leads indeed 


That Leanora's Heart is diſ-inclin'd, 
And pleas chat only; fo it was this Morning, 
When he concurr'd : the Tempeit broke the Match ; 


And junk his Favour, when it junk the Gold. 

The Love of Gold is double in his Heart, 

The Vice of Age, and of Avarex too. 
Zan. How does Don Carb bear it? 
Man. Like a Man, | 


Whole Heart feels moſt a human Heart can feel, 


And reaſons beſt a human Heart can reaſon. 


Zan. But is he then in abtolute Deſpair ? 
55 | | | Man. 
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Man. Never to fee his Leonora more, 
And, quite to quench all future Hope, 4/varzz 
Urges Alon xo to eſpouſe his Daughter 
This very Day; tor he has learnt their Loves. 
Zan. Ha! was not that receiv'd with Extaſy 
By Don Au ? 
Man. Yes, at firſt; but "EW 
A Damp came o'er him, it would kill his Friend. 
Zan. Not if his Friend EE] and fince now 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her 
Man. Yet to aſk it | 
Has ſomething ſhochiug to a generous Mind, 
At leaſt Alon 8 Spirit it arcles at 1t. 
Wide is the Diit:nce between our Deſpair, 
Ard giving up a Mitreſs to another. 
Bur I mutt leave you, Carlos wants Support | 
In his ſevere Affliction. Exit Ee 
Zan. Ha it dawns! 
It riſes to me, like a new- N World 
To Mariners long time diſtreſs'd at Sea, 
Sore from a Storm, and all their Viands {pent;- 
Or like che Sun juit riſing out of Chaos, 
Some Dregs of ancient Night not quite TY off 
But ſhall I nich it Hoa ' T/abelia! 


Enter I bella 


I thonght of FOE ; [PER Things come forward ; 
V engeance is [till alive ; from her dark Covert, 
With all her Snakes erect upon her Creſt, 
She ſtalks in View, and fires me with her Charms. 
When, //abe//z, arriv'd Don Carlos here! 5 

Iſab. Two Nights . 

Zan. That was the very Night 

fore the Battle Memory, ſet down that, 
It has the Eſſence of a Crocodile, 
Tho' yet but in the Shell——T'l give it Birth | 

What Time did he return ? 
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ljab. At Midnight. 

Zan. S0 — | | 
Say, did he ſee that Night his Leonora? 

lſab. No, my good Lord. 

Zan. No matter —te!l me, Woman, 
Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious, 
Honeſt than ſubtle, above Fraud himlelf, 
Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another? 

1/ab. You beſt can judge; but ſo the World thinks of 

=). Exit Iſab. 

Zan. Why, that is well --go fetch my Tablets hither. 
Two Nights ago, my Father's ſacred Sade 
Thrice ſtalk'd around my Bed, and ſmil'd upon me; 

He ſmil'd, a Joy then little underſtood — — 
It muſt be ſo- and if ſo, it is Vengeance 
Worth waking of the Dead tor ; 


Re. enter Iſabella ac: th the Tablets, Zanga auriter, then 
| reads as to himſelf. | | 


Thus it ſtands =—— 
The Father's fixt - Don Carlos cannot wed — 


'- Alenzo may but that will hurt his Friend — 


Nor can he aſk his Leave or if he did, 
He might not gain it —It is hard to give 
Our own Conſent to Ills, tho' we muſt bear them.— 
Were it not then a Maſter-piece worth all 

The Wiſdom I can boaſt, firit to perſuade 

Alonzo to requeſt it of his Friend, 

His Friend to grant - then frem that very Grant, 

The ſtrongeſt Proof of Friendſhip Man can give, 
(And other Motives) to work out a Cauſe 

Of Jealouſy, to rack Alen Peace ? — — 

have turn 4 o'er the Catalogue of Woes, 

Which ſting the Heart of Man, and find none equal. 
It is the Hydra of Calamities, 

The Seven-ſold Death: The 1 are the Damn d. 
O Jealouſy, each other Paſſion's calm 
To thee thou Conflagration of the Soul! 


Thou | 
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Thou King of Torments! Thou grand Counterpoize 
For all the Tranſports Beauty can inipire ! 

lab. Alonxo comes this Way. 

Zan. Moſt opportunely. | 2M 
Withdraw -- Ye tubtle Demons, which kde. [Ex. Ia. | 
In Courts, and do your Work with Bows and Smiles, 
That little Engin'ry, more muchtevous 
Than Fleets and Armies, and the Cannon's Murder, 
Teich me to look a Lye; give me your Maze 
Of gloomy Thought and intricate Deſign, 

To catch the Man I hate, and then devour. 


Enter 1 : 


Mu Lord, I give you Joy. 
Alon. Of What, good Lanza? | 
; Lau. I; not the lovely Leoncra yours? 
58 3 hat will become of Carlos? 
_ Tfe's your Friend; 
* fince be can't eipouſe the Fair kinda 
Will tzke fome Comfort from Alonze's Fortune. 
. Alas! thou little know'ſt the Force of Love; 
Tov reigns a Sultan with unrivall'd Sway, 
Puts all Relations, Friendſhip's ſelf to Death, 
If once he's jealous of it. I love Carbs, _ 
Vet well I know what Pangs I felt this Ss. 
At his intended Nuptials. For myſelf 
I then {lt Pains, which now for him I feel. 
Za. You will not wed her then? 
| flax. Not inſtantly : 
Inſult his broken Heart the very Moment! 
Lan. I underſtand you: but you'll wed hereafter, 
When your Friend's gone, and his firſt Pain aſſwag d? 
Alon. Am 1 to blame for that? | 
Zan. My Lord, I love 
Your very Errors, they are born from Virtue, _ 
Your F riendſhip (and what nobler Paſſion claims _ 
The Heart ?) does lead you hlind-told to your Ruin. 


Conſider, : 


24 The REVENGSE. 


Conſider, whereſore did A4lvares break 

Don Carlos Match, and wherefoic urge 4:ri>e's | 

"i'was the ſame Cauſe, the Love of Wealth; - 

5 morroẽ- | 

May ſee Alonzo in Don Carle, Fortune x 

A hi igher Bidder is a better Friend, 

And there are Princes ſigh for Lesnora. ; 

When your Friend's gone, you'll wed; why theo tle 
Cauſe | | | 

Which gives you Leorzra now will ceaſe. 

Carlos has lolt her; !houid you loſe her too, 

Wihy then, you heap nev- Torments on your re 

Ey that Retpect which labour'd to relieve him 


"1'is well he is diſturb'd, it makes him pauſe.. : [4/ide. 
Alen. 'T hink'ſt thou, my Zanga, ſhould I aſk Don 
Carls, 


His Goodneſs would conſent that I ſhould wed her ? 
Zan. I know it would. 
Alon. But then the Cruelty 
To afk it, and for me to aſk it of him! 
Zar. Methinks, you are not ſevere upon your Friend. 
Who was it gave him Liberty and Lite ? 
Aer. That is the very Reaſon which forbids 1 it. 
Were I a Stranger, I could freely ſpeak : 
In me, it ſo relembles a Demand, 
Exacting of a Debt, it ſhocks my Nature 
Zan. My Lord, you know the ſad A ternative. 
Is Lecnera worth one Pang, or not? 
It harts not me, my Lord, but as 1 love you; 
Warmly as you, I wiſh Don Carlos well; 
But I am likewiſe Don fengo's Friend: 
There all the Difference lies between us two. 
In me, my Lord, you hear another ſelf, 
And give me leave to add, a better too, | 
Clear d from thoſe Errors, which, tho caus'd by V irtue, 
Are ſuch as may hereatter give you Pain —— 
Don Lzpex of Caſflile would not demur thus. 
Aen. Periſh the Name! What! ſacrifice the Fair. 
To Age and 3 becauſe ſet in Gold? 


PU 


„The REVENGE. 25 
I'll to Don Carls, if my Heart will let me. | | 
J have not ſeen him ſince his fore Affliction; 
But ſhun'd it, as too terrible to bear. 
How ſhall I bear it now? I'm ſtruck already. [E.. Alon, 
Zan. Half of my Work is done. I mutt {ecure 
Don Carbs, e er Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 
[He gives a Meſſage to a Servant, then returns.) 
Proud, hated Spain! Oft drench'd in Mocriſb Blood; 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly Foe within thee ? 
Shake not thy Towers where-e'er I pats along, 
Conſcious of Ruin, and their great Deſtroyer ? 
Shake to the Centre, if Alonxo's dear. 
Look down, O holy Prophet! ſee me torture 
This Chriſtian Dog, this Infidel, which dares 
To ſmite thy Votaries, and ſpurn thy Law; | 
And yet hopes Pleaſure from two radiant Eyes, 
Which look as they were lighted up for thee ! 
Shall he enjoy thy Paradiſe below? 
Blaſt the bold Thought, and curſe him with her 
| Charms. —— — | 
But ſee, the melancholy Lover comes. 


| Euter Dor: Carlos. 


Car. Hope, thou haſt told me lies from Day to Day, 
For more than twenty Years ; vile Promiſer! 
None here are happy, but the very Fool, 

Or very Wite; and I want Fool enough, 

To ſmile in Vanities, and hug a Shadow ; 
Nor have I Witdom to elaborate | 
An artificial Happineſs trom Pains : 

Even Joys are Pains, becauſe they cannot laſt. [S“, 
Yet much is talk'd of Blifs, it is the Art | 
Of ſuch as have the World in their Poſſeſſion, 
To give it a good Name, that Fools may envy ; 
For Envy to ſmall Minds is Flattery. | 
How many lit the Head, look gay, and ſmile. 
Againſt their Conſciences? And this we knov-, 
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Tet knowing diſbelieve, and try again 
What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with ws iCtion. 
Fach new F XPerience gives the tormer Credi 
And reverend grey T hrceeſcore is but 4 * oucher, 
That Thirty told us truc. | | 
Zan, My noble Lord, 
| mourn your Fate: but are no Hopes ſurvi iving! D 
Gar No Hopes. Alvarez has a Heart of Steel: 
Tis xt, tis paſt, tis abſolute Deſpair. 
25 You wanted not: to have your Heart made tender 
By your own Pains to feel a Friend's Diſtreſs. 
Car. I underſtand you w ell. Alonxo loves; 55 | 
x pi him. | | 
Zan. I dare be ſworn vou do. | 
Yet he has other I houghts. | | | 
Car. What can'ſt thou mezn ? TAN 
Jan. Indeed he has, and fears to aſk a Favour 55 
A Stra nger rom a Stranger might requeſt, 
What coſts vou nothing, vet is All to him, 
Nay, what indeed will to your Glory add, 
For nothing more than wiſhing your Friend well. 
Car. I pray be plain: His Happineſs is mine. 
Zan. He loves to Death; but ſo reveres his Friend, 
He can't perſuade his Heart to wed the Maid, 
Without your Leave, and that he fears to aſk, 
In perfect Tenderneſe, I urg'd him to it. 
Knowing the deadly biens of his Heart, 
Vcur overflowing Gooenets to your Friend, 
our Wiſdom, aud Deſpair yourſelf to w os her; 
: wrung a 55 romiſe from him he w ould try: 
And naw. I come a mutual Friend to both, | 
Vi; ithout his k Priv acy, to let you xnow it, 
And to Prepare you kindly to receive him. 
Car. Ha! if he weds, Jam undone indeed; 
Not Don Aa urex ſelf can then relieve me. 
3 Alas ! my Lord, yen know his Heart is Steel, 
fat , bis, paß, "trs ebjolut Deſpair. | 
7 O cruel Heav'n! and 1s it not enough 
'1 hat mutt never, never tce her 1 more:? 6 
8 Say, 


—— 2 


. 
> 
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Say, is it not enough that I mult die; 
But muſt I be tormented in the Grave 
Aſt my Conſent ?=—\\{utt I then give he to kim ? 
Lead to his Nuptial Sheets the bl. hing Maid? 
Oh! Leonora] never, never, never! | 
van. A Storm of Pla — upon him! he refuſes. ¶Alide. 
C ur. What! wed her? and to-day ? 
gan. To-day, or never. 
To- morrow may ſome wealthier Lover bring, 
And then Alonxo is thrown out like you; 
Then whom ſlall he condemn for his Misfortune ? ? 
5 Carlos is an Alvarex to his Love. 
Car. O Torment! Whither hall I turn? 
La. Fa Feace;  - 
Cor. Which is the Way ? 
Can. His Happineſs is yours, 
I dare not diſbelieve you. 
Car. Kill my Friend! 


Or worſe Alas! and can there be a works ES 
A worſe there is; nor can my Nature bear it. 
Zan. You have convinc'd me, 'tis a dreadful Taſk. 
I find, Alonzo s quitting her this Morning 

For Carlos ſake, in Tenderneſs to you, 
Petray'd me to believe it leſs ſevere 
1 han 1 perceive It 15, | 

Car. Thou doſt upbrai id me. 

Zan. No, my good Lord; but ſince you can 't comply, 

"is my Misfortune that I mention'd it; 

For had 1 not, Ann would indeed 
Hare dy'd, as now; but not by your Decree. 
Car. By my Decree Do I decree his Death 
1 do Shall I then lead her to his Arms? 
Oh! which ſide ſhall I take ? Be ſtabb'd? Or - ſtabb d: 
Lis equal Death, a Choice of Agonies. 
Ah no all other Agonies are F. aſe 
To one- O "ER. / Never, never! 
Go, Zanga, go, defer the dreadful T rial, 
Tho" but a Day, ſomething perchance ma 
To ſoften all to Friendſhip, and to Love. 


B 2 Co. 
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Go, ſtop my Friend; let me not ſee my now, 
But ſave us from an Intervi 1ew of Death. 
Zan. My Lord, I'm bound in Duty to obey yOu — 


If I not bring him, m may Alo ns proſper. [ Aſide. Ex. Zan. 


Car. What is this World ? - Thy School, O Miſery ! 

Our only Leſſon is to learn to ſuffer, 

And he who knows not that, was born for nothing. 
Tho deep my Pangs, and heavy at my Heart, 
My Comtort 15, each Moment takes away 
A Grain at leaft from the dead Load that's on me, 
And gives a nearer Proſpect of the Grave. 

But put it molt ſeverely — ſhould I live— 
Live long—— Alas! there is no length in Time; 
Not in thy Time, O Man! What's fourſcore Years ? 
Nay , what indeed, the Age of Time itſelf, | 
Hince cut from out Eternity s wide Round? 

Away then. To a Mind reſoly' d and wiſe, 


There is an Impotence in Miſe 


Which makes me {mile, when all its Shaſts are in me. + 


Yet, Leonora She can make Time long, 


Its Nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine. 


While in the Luſtre of her Charms I lay, 
Whole Summer Suns roll'd unperceiv'd away; 
J Years for Days, and Days for Moments told, 
And was ſurpriz'd to hear that 1 grew old; 
Now Fate does rigidly its Dues regain, 

And every Moment i iS an Age of Pain. 


| 


5 le is going cut, Euter Zanga and Alonzo N Zong 
Py ops Carlos. 


1 this Den Cart; ? this is the boaſted Friend 2 
lo ow can you turn your Back upon his Sadneſs? 

Look on him, a and then leave him if you can. | 
Whole Sorrows thus depreſs him? Not his own; 
This Moment he could wed, without your leave. 

Car. I cannot yield; nor can |[ bear his Griefs. 
Aloiixs ! | [Garry to him, an tating his He 
| a 


L * 
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O Cars J 


Car; - Pry .. forbear.: 
Aon. Art thou undone, and ſhall 4 ſmile 2 
Aicnzo !- who perhaps, in ſome Degree | 


Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful Fate? 


I was deputed Guardi. n of thy Love; 
Rut oh! I lov'd myi<!f, Pour down Affliction: 


On this devoted Heid ; make me your Mark: ; 


Ard be the World by my Example taught, 

How {cred it ſhould hold the Name of Friend. 
Cn. You charge vourſelf unjuſtly ; well I know 
The only Cauſe of my ſewcre Affliction. 

Alvarez, cure d Alearex - ſo much Anguiſh 

elt for fo fmall a Failure, is one Merit 

Wuich favitlefs Virtue wants. The Crime was mine, 
Who plac'u thee there, where only thou could' t fail; 
Tho well I ktew tat dreadful Poſt of Honour 

gu thee to maint ein. Ah! who could bear 


4 noſe Eyes, untiur: The Wounds myſelf have felt 


(Which Wourds Tone ſhould cauſe me to condemn thee) 
They plead in thy Excuſe; for I too ſtrove 
Fo mun thoſe Fires, and found 'twas not in Man. 
An. You cat in Shades the F. alures of a Friend, 
Ard ſoſten all; but tlurk not you deccive nie: 
I know my Gui, and I implore your Pardon, 
As the ſole Glimpſe I can obtain of Peace. 
Car. Pardon fer lim, who but this Morning threw 


Fair Leonora from his Heart, all bath'd 


In ceaſeleſs Tears, and bluſhing with her Love ? 
Who, like a Roſe-leaf wet with Morning Dew, 


Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there? ? 
But *twas in thee, thro' Fondneſs to thy Friend, 
To ſhut thy Boſom againſt Ecſtacics ; 


For which, whilſt this Pulſe beats, it beats to thee, 


While this Blood flows, it flows for my Mont, - 


And every Wiſh is le\e!l'd at thy Joy. 
Zau. to Al n.] My Lord, my Lord, this is. your time 


to ſpeak. 
B 3 | Aon. f 
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Alen. to Zan] Becauſe he's kird ? It therefore is the 
Worte; | | 
2 'tis his Kindneſs which I fear to hurt. 
Rall the ſame Moment fee him ſrk in Woes, 
| And me Prot! ding for a Flood of Joys, 
Richi in the Plurder of his Ha appinets ? 
No, I nia) die; but I can never ſpeas.. 
Cir, Now, now it comes! they are concerting it, 
The frit Word ſtrikes me dead- O Leonora 
And i, all another taſte her fragrant Breath? 
Who knows what After-time may bring to paſs? 
Fathers may change, ard I may wed her flill. -f.4/4. 
ien. to Zan.) Do I not ſee Jn quite pofleſs'd with 
Angulſh, 
4 © 
Mich, like 2 Ra wriches him to and fro; 
A rig IEall T Four in new? No, fend Deſire, 
55 Love: One Pang at parting, and tarcweh J. 


Jure no other 5 ore "but Carlos now. 
| 7 7”, Alas!  3:omd, why with fuch eager Graſp 
B01 pr: 5 wy are d, 8 weep upon my Cheek? 

L., IFatter Deata our Forms (as ſome believe) 


n be tranſparent, naked every Thought, 
And nerds regt Friends, and read each other's Hearts, 
i nou't knew one Day, that thou waſt held moſt dear. 
Farewell). 
Car. Alen xc, 1. He cannot ſpeak — [Bolts 1 | 
Left it ſhould grieve me Shall I be out-done ? 
And loſe in Glory, as I loſe in Love? [ Ajide. 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, | 
You think fo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 
When well I know your Heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you ? 
Your ſmalleſt Friendſhip's Liberty and Lite. 1 
Ahn. There, there it is, my Friend, it cuts me there. 
How dreadful is it to a generous Mind . 
To aſk, when ſure he cannot be deny'd! N 
Car. How greatly thought! in all he tow'rs above 
me. [ Jie. 
Then you coufels you would afl: ſomething of me. = 


4 
2 
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Leo hy on my Soul. 
an. to A n. ] "i hen loſe her. 
Gar. Glorious Spirit! 
Why, what a Pang has he run gh tor this! f 
By Reav'n, I envy him his Agonies. 


Vhy was not mine the molt illuſtrious Lot, 
Ot ſtarting at one Action from below, 


A td flaming up into conſummate Greatneſs $f. 
Ha Angels, fire n gtlen me! — It ſhall be fo — 


1 want Streng th, Great Actions, once c -nce:. d, 
Strengthen like Wine, and animate the Soul, 
And call themſelves to being. Aide] My Au 
S.nce thy great Soul diſdains to make Requcit, 
Receive with Favour that I make to thee. 

en. What means my Carts ? 

Pray obſerve me well. 

Fate od bears tore ker tom my Feart, 


Pri] J. 108. i } oF Th P19 Lov 25 they sd V. CI! nigh | 
luca d up Late tos , tor tacy were twin detogeth. r. 


Of tllat no MC 12 W Anat Naw Goes Rec on 510 r 


J cannot wed ———t weweil my Happinert: : g 
But, O my Soul, with Care provide tor hers. 


In Life, how veax, how helplets is a Woman! 


_ Soon hurt, in Happineſs itſelt untate, 


And often wounded while the plucks the Roſe; 
80 property the Ob) ject of Affliction, 


That ELcav' [hi 15 P! C Wo co mn ake 83 I ccon NS ler, 


And dreiſes her mio! i 2 niably in Te: 
1 ake then my Heart in Dov” ry with the Fair, 
Be thou her Guardian, and thou muſt be mine; 
Shut out the Thouſand preting IIls of Life 
With tay furrounding Arm3 - Do this, and then 
Set down the Liberty and Life thou gav'ſt me, 
As little Things, as Eiiavs of thy Geodnefs, 
And Rudiments of Friendihip to divine. 

4l:n. There is a Grandeur in thy Goodneſs to me, 
42 with thy Foes would render these ador'd. 
= ave a Care; nor think J can be plens'd 

th any Thing that lays in Pains for thee. 
B + Thou 
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Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy Heart's in Tears 
Car. My Heart's in Health, my Spirits — 5 then 
Round, 
And at my Eye Pleaſure looks out in Smiles. 
Ahn. And canſt thou, canit thou part with Leonora? 
Car. I do not part with her, I give her thee. 
Ale. O Carlos ! . 
Car. Don't di ſtruſt = I'm ſincere. 
Ne Or is jt more than imple Juttice in me. 
'i tis Morn didſt thou — 1 her for my ſake; 
but perform a Virtuc le earn from thee; 
Discharge a Debt, and pay her to thy Wiſhes. 
Ain. Ah, * ——Bar think not Words were ever 
made 
For ſuch Occaſiins. Silence, Tears, 5 
Ne Boge d Eioqdence; 11] ſeek Rel; iet 
ta- :r.ce from the Pain of ſo much Goodneis, 
K Fe Blet above, thy ſole Superiors, 
Acre, i 14 ral ſe my Thoughts of them by thee. Fx.“ 
Jan. Thus far Succeſs has crown'd my boldeſt Hope. 
y next Care iz to haſten theſe new Nuptials, 
Anu then my Maſter- works begin to play. Ala. 
* A, this was greatly done, without one Sigh [7o Car. 
10 carry fuck a Glory to its Period. 
Eo {20 {wer thou praifeft me. He's Lone, and now 
mut uniulce my over-burcen'd Heart, 
Aa u let * oe, I would not grieve my Friend 
ita Tears; nor interrupt my great Deſign, 
(;ret ture as ever human Breaſt durſt think of. 
but now my Sorrows, long with Pain ſuppreſt, 
_ _ Eurſt their Confinement with impetuous Sway, 
O'er-ſwell all Bounds, and bear ev'n Life away. 
So till the Day was won, the Greet renown'd 
With Anguiſh wore the Arrow in his Wound, 
'Then drew the Shaft from out his tortur'd bode: 


Let guſh the Torrent of his Blood, and dy'd. 
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Ar Mi. SEN EK .. 
Etter Zanga and Iſabella. 


2 4 v C4. 


Joy, thou welcome Stranger ! twice three 
; Years 
I have not felt thy vital Beam; but now 
It warms my Vems, and plays around wy 
22 ; Heart: 
4 Fiery Inflin& lifts me from the Ground, 
And could I mount — The Spirits numberleſs 
Of my dear Countrymen, which Yeiterday 
Left their poor bleeding Bodies on the Field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and o'er-inform me. —— 
O Bridegroom | Great indeed thy preſent Bliſs ; - 
Yet even by me unenvy'd ; for be jure | 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt Snule, that which now 
| Sits on thy Check; enjoy it while thou mav'ſt; 


Anguiſh, and Groans, and Death beſpeak To-morrow. 
My Labella! 


Jab. V hat commands my Meer ? 

Zan. My fair Ally! my lovely Miniſter ! 
1 was well Alvarez, by my Arts impell d, 
(To plunge Don Carlos in the laſt Deſpair, 

And - prevent all future Moleftation) 
Finiſh'd the Nuptials ſoon as he reſolv'd "ITY ; 
This Conduct ripen'd all for Me. and Ruin. 
Scarce had the Prieſt the holy Kight perform'd, 
When I, by ſacred Inſpiration long d 
"That Lew cr, Which 1 r to thy Hand; 
2 5 
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That Letter, which in glowing Terms conveys, 
From happy Carlos to fair Leoncra, 
Ihe molt profound Acknowledgment of Heart 
For wondrous Tranſports, which he never knew. 
This is a good ſubſervient Artifice, 
To aid the nobler Workings of my Brain. 
Jab. I quickly . it in the Pride's Apartment, 
As you commanded. 

Zan. With a lucky Hand; 
For ſoon Au, found it: I obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret Stand. He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his Sight, 
When he, as if an Arrow pierc'd his Eye, 
Started, and trembling dropt it on the Ground. 

Pale and aghait awhile my Victim food, | 
Ditguis'd a Sigh or two, and puiF'd chem from him 
Then rubb'd his Brow, and took it up again. 

At hrſt he look'd as if he meant to read it; 
But chech'd by riſing Fears, he cruſh'd it Thus, 
An rd thr ut it, Ike an Adder, 1 in his EOſom. 

lab. But if he read it not, it cannot ſting him. 
At leaſt not Mortally. | 
Zan. At firſt I thought ſo; 

Aut farther Thought informs me ethers ite, 

And turns this « Diſappointment to Account. 

die more ſhall credit it becauſe unſeen, 

If 'ti, unſeen) as thou anon may ſt find. 

Jab. That would indeed commend mv Zange Sul 
Fin. This, liah £12, is Don Carts, Picture; 
hahe it, and fo dizpoſe of it, that found, 
. uy rife up a Witneſs of her Love, 
der her Lillow, in her Cabinet, 
: 0 where, as {hall beſt promote our End 
I'll weigh it as its Conſequence requires, 
rien as may utmoſt to deferve your Sm1: e. 
; [ Exit Iſabella. 
Jan. 5 that 4/crzo proſtrate on the Ground ?— | 

NOW he Karts up like Flame from ſleeping Embers, 

Ard wild Piſtraction glares from either Eye. 


If 
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Ir thus a ſlight Surmiſe can work his Soul, 
How will the Fulneſs of the Tempeſt tear him“ 


SS) 
1 


Euter Alonzo. 


Alon. And vet it cannot be - am deceiv'd —— 
J injure her: the wears the Face of Icav'n. | 
Zan. He doubts. [ 4/ide.. 
Alon, I dare not look on This again. | 
Ft the firſt Glance, which gave Suſpicion only, 
_ ſuch effect, ſo mote my Heart and I 
ne Certainty would daſh me all in Pieces. 
1 cannot——Ha ! it muſt, it muſt be true. Stante. 
Zap. Hold there, and we fucceed. Fe has delcry'd . 
me. | | 
Ard (for he knows I love hin) will unfold 
His aching Heart, and rcit it on my Counſel. 
J ſeem to go, to make 2 Stay more ture. L Zliult 
Alan. Hold, Lan? 30, turn. — 
Jan. My Lord, 
Alon. Shut clole the Doors, 
T hat not a 8982 t find an Ent rance here. 
Zan. My Lord's cbey'd. | 
In. I ice that thou art frighted. 
It thou doit love me, I ſhall fill thy Heart 
With Scorpion Stings. . 
Zan. It 1 do love, my Lord? | 
Aim. Come near nie, let me reſt upon thy Pele, 
(What Pillow like the Boſorn of a Friend?) 
For I am ſick at Heart. 
Zan. Speak, Sir, O ſpeak, 
And take me from the Rack 
Alon. And is there need | 
Of Weng; Behold a Wonder ! Sce my Tears ! 
Lan. I feel them 100. Hcaven grant * Senſes *aul 
me! EF 
I rather would toſe them, than have this real. 


Ln. 
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Alon. Go, take a Round thro' all things in thy 


Thought, 
And find that One; for care is only One | 
Which could extort my Tears; find that, and tell 
Thy ſelf my Miſery, and ſpare me the Pain. 


Zar. Sorrow can think but ill — I am bewilder d; 
I know not where I am. 


Alen. Think, think no more. 
it ne'er can enter in an honeſt Heart. | 
{Ul tell the then I cannot Yet I do, 


By wanting Force to give it Utterance. 
Zan. Speak, eaſe your Heart; its Throbs will break 


your Boſom. 


Ahn. | am moſt happy: mine is Victory, 
Mine the King's Favour, mine the Nation's Shout, 


And great Men make their Fortunes of my Smiles. 


O Curſe of Curſes ! In tne Lap of Bleſſing 

To be moſt curſt | My Lernora's falſe ! 
Zan. Save me, my Lord! 
Aion. My Leonera's falſe. [Gives bom the Letter 
Zan. Then Heav'n has loſt its Image here on Earth. 


[While Zanga reads the Letter, he tremb les and | 


ſhews the utmoſt Concern. 


Mw. Good natur'd Man! he makes my Pains his 


Oven. 


1 durft not read it; but I read it now 
In thy Concern. 


Zan. Did you not read i it then ? 


Alon. Min? Eye juſt touch'd it, and could bear no 


more. 


Lan. Thus periſh a al! that gives Hers Pain, 


170 ears the Letter, 
An. Why didſt thou tear it? 


Zan. Think of it no more. 
"Twas your Miſtake, and groundlefs are your Fea ears. 
Lon. And didſt thou tremble then for my Miſtake ? 
Or give the whole Contents, or by the Pangs 
lat feed upon my Heart, thy Life's in Danger. 


_ 
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Zar. Is this Alomzo's Language to his Z, anga? 
Draw forth your Sword, and find the Secret here. 
For whoſe ſake is it, think you, I conceal it? 
Wherefore this Rage ? Becauſe I ſeek vour Peace? 
I have no Intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, 


But what good-natur'd Tender neſs for you 


Obliges me to have. Not mine the Heart 
That will de rent in two, not mine the Fame 


That will be damn'd, tho' all the World ſhould know it. 


Alon. Then my worſt Fears are true, and Life is paſt, 
Zan. What has the Raſhneſs of my Paſſion utter d? 


1 know not what; but . oo is our Di traction, 


And all its Words are Win Vet ſure, I think, 


= nothing own'd —— but grant I did confeſs 


Vhatis a Letter? Letters may be forg'd. Aide. 
For Heav'ns ſweet ſake, my Lord, life up your Heart. 
Some F os to your Repoſe- | 
Alon. So, Heav'n look on me. | 
As I can't find the Man I have offended. | 
Zan. Indeed ! [Hface. cen Op Tanccence i is not ous | 
Shield. 
hey take Offence, who have not "es offene cd; 
They ſeek our Ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 
And Death is often ambulli'd in their Smiles. 
We know not whom we have to fear. Tis certain 


: A Letter may be forg'd, and in a Poiat 
Ol ſuch a dreadful Conſequence as this, 
One would rely on nought that might b- falſe 


Think, have you any other Cauſe to doubt her 
Away, you can find none. Reſume your Spiri 8 
All's well again. 

Alon. O that it were! 

Zan. It is; 3 


For who would eonli that, which credited, 
Makes Hell ſoperfluous dy ſuperior Pains, 


Without ſuch Proofs as cannot be withſtood? 


Has the not ever been to Virtue train'd ? 
Is not her Fame as ſpotleſs as the Sun, 


Her Sex 30 ne and che Boaſt of 1 858 > 
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Alon. O Zarga ! It is that confounds me moſt, 


T hat full in Oppoſition to Appearance 
Zan. No more, my Lord, for you condemn N 


What is Abſurdity, but to believe 


Againſt Appearance ? You can't yet, I find, 
Subdue your Paſſion to your better Senſe ; 


And, 'Iruth to tell, it does not much diſpleaſe me. 


1 fit our Indiſcretion ſhould be check'd, 


With ſome Degree of Pain. 
Alon. What Indiſcretion ? — 4 
Zan. Come, you muſt bear to hear your Faults from 
me. 
Hd vou not ſent Don Carlos to the Court 
The Night before the Battle, that foul Slave, 
Waio ſorg d the ſenſeleſs Scroll which gives you Pain, 
Had wanted footng for his VIII ainy. 
Aion. I ſent him not. | 
Jar. Not fend hin ! - Ha!—That ſtrikes me. 


I thought he came on Meſſage to the Ning. 
1s there another Cauſe cou 4 juſtify 


His ſhunning Danger, and the fromis'd Fight? 

But I perhaps may think too rigidly: | 

S0 long an Abſence, and unpatient Love 
Alon. In my Confuſion, that had quite eſcap 'd me. 

Py Hearn, my wounded Soul does bieed afreſh; 

lis clear as P: for Carls is fo brave. 

He lives not but o Fame, he hunts for Danger, 

And is enamour'd of the Face of Pea h. 

How then could he decline the next L': Purtle, 


But for the Tranſports? — Oh, it muſt be to-—— 


[uhuman ! by the Leſs of his own Henour, 
To buy the Ruin of his Friend 

Zar. vou wy Ong him; 
He knew not of your Love. 

Alon. tia | | . 

Zan. That ſtings home. Ala. 

Aen. Indeed, he knew not of my treacherous Love — 
Proofs riſe on Proots, and ſtill the laſt the ſtrongeſt, 
ITh' eternal Law cf Things declare: it true, 


Which 


—— — — — 


4 
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Which calls for Judgments on viſtinguiſh's Guile, 
And loy es to make our Crime our Puniſhment. 
Love is my Torture, Love was firſt my Crime; 
| For ſhe was his, my Friend's, and he (O Henne *) 
Confided all in me. O ſacred Faith 
Hou dearly I abide thy Violation 
Zan. Were then their Loves far gone? ? 
| An. The Father's Will 
There bore a total Sway; and he, as ſoon 
As News arriv'd that Carlos Fleet was ſeen 
From off our Coaſt, fr'd with the Love of Gold, 
Determin'd, that the very Sun which ſaw 
Carlos Return. ſhould tee his Daughter wed. 
Zan. Indeed, my Lord, then you muſt par don me, 
If 1 preſume to mitigate the Crime. 
Conſider, ſtrorg Allurements ſoften Gu!!t ; 
Long was his Abſence, dent was his Lov e, 
At Midnight his Return, the next Day deftin'd 
For his Eipou! ALS communes TWARS 2 1 I emptatio 
Alon, Temptation! 
Zan. "Twas but gaining of one 0 a 
len. One Night! 
Zan That Crime could neer return 2 
Alon. Again! By Heav'n, thou doſt iniult thy Lord 
Temptation ' Ore Night gain O Stings and Death ! 
And am I then a} Alas, my Zarsa ! 
And doſt Thou own it ted? Deny it Al, 
And reſcue me one Moment from Viltraction. 
Zan. My Lord, I hope the beſt. 
Alen. Falte, fooliſn Hope, | 
And inſolent to me! Thou know | it f. iſe ; - 
It is as glaring, as the Noon-tide San. 
Devil! This Morning, after three Tos Celdne's, 
o ruſhat once into a Paſſion for me! 
"Twas time to feign, twas time to get another, 
When her firſt Fool was fated with her Beauties. 
Zan. What ſays my Lord? Did Leonora chen 


Never before diſcloſe her F ion for you ? 
Alon, Never. | 


4 | 
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Zan. Throughout the whole three Years . 
_ Aon. O never! never 
Why, / anga, ſhouldſt thou ſtrive! "tis all in vain; 
Tha' thy Soul labours, it can find no Reed 
For Hope to catch at. Ah! I'm plunging down 
Ten thouſand thouiand Fathoms in Deſpair. _ 
Lan. Hold, Sir, I'll break your Fall — Wave ev Ty 
. 
And be a Man again ——Had he enjoy d her, 
Ye molt aſſur d, he had refign'd her to vou 
With leſs Reluctance, 155 
Alon. Ha! Reſign her to me! 
Refign her! Who refign'd her ?—Double Death! 
How could I doubt ſo Rag ? My Heart is broke. 
Firſt love her to Diſtraction! then refign her! 
Tas. But was it not with utmoft Agony? 
Alon. Grant that, he ill reſignꝰd Fer, that's 8 
Would he pluck out his Eye to give it me ? 
Tear out his Heart? She was his Heart no more — 
Nor was it with Reluctance he reſign'd her. | 
By Heavn he afk d, he courted me to wed. 
I 1 thought it ſtrange; tis now no longer ſo. 
Zan. Was'this Requeit? Are you right ſure of chat! — 
1 fear the Letter was not all a Tale. | 
Akon. A Tale! There's Proof equivalent to Sight. 
Zan. I ſhould diſtruſt my Sight on this Occaſion. | 
Alon. Ard fo ſhould I; by Heav'n, I think I ſhould. 
What! Leausra the Divine, by whom 
We gueſs'd 2t Angels? Oh! I'm all Confuſion. 
Zan. You now are too much ruffle.| to think clearly. 
Since Bliſs and Horror, Lite and Neath hang on it, 
Go to Hur Chamber, there maturely * 
Each Circumſtance; consider, above all, 
That it is Jealouſy's peculiar Nature 
To ſwell ſmall 'Yhings to grea.; nay, out of Nought 
To conjure much, and then to loſe its Reaſon 
Amid the hideous Phantoms it has form'd. 
Alon. Had I ten thouſand Lives, Id give them all 
To be deceiv'd. I fear tis Dooms-day with me; 


And 


— — —U—üꝓä——̃ —— 


— eee ene one tons ng 


Borrowed her Form for Virtue's ſelf to wear, 
To gain ker Lovers with the Sons of Men. 


O dire Neceſſity! is this my Province ? 

_ Whither, my Soul, ah! whither art thou ſunk 

Beneath thy Sphere? E'er while, far, far above 
Such little Arts, Diſſemblings, F alſhoods, Frauds, 
The Traſh of Villainy itſelt, which falls 
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And yet the ſeem'd ſo pure, that I thought Hoav'n 


[Exit Alonao. 


E:cer Label. 


gen. Thus far it works auſpicioully. My Patient 
Thrives ur.derneath my Hand in Miſery. 
He's gone to think, that is, to be diſtracted. 
Taub. I overieard your Conference, and ſau you, 
To my Amazement, tear the Letter. 
Zan. There, 
There, Ja ei 45 I out-6:0d. my ſelf. 
For oaks it, I not ſecure it only 
In its firit Force; but {Uperacy 3 Lew. 
For who can now the Character examine 


Jo cauſe a Doubt, much lets Ken the Fraud 


And after tearing it, as loth to ſhey 


The foul Contents, if I ſnould ſwear 15 now 
N Forgery, my Lord would diſbelieve me, 
Nay more would diſtelieve, the more I ſacre. 
But is the Picture happily dispos'd of ? 


Jab. It! 13. 
Zan. That's well—Ab! ! what i is well! ? © Pang to 
think !. | 


0 


To Cowards and poor Wretches wanting Bread. 


Does this become a Soldier? this become 


Whom Armies follow d, and a People low'd! : 


My Martial Glory withers at the Thought. 


But great my End; and fince here tare no other, 
Theſe Means are juft, they ſhine with borrov 'd Light, 
_ uftrious from the Purpoſe they puefoe. 
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And greater ſure my Merit, who to en 

A Point ſublime, can ſuch a Taſk faitain ; 

Jo wade thro' Ways obſcene, my Heorovr bend 
8 i 

And ſhock mv Natur re, to attain wy End. 


Late Time ſhall wonder; That my Joys w 11 raue; 
For W. nder is involuntary Praiſe, 


ACT WW SCENE. t 


E;:'er Alonzo ant Zan ga. 
4 LONZ O. 


1 H, "hat 2 Pain to think when every 
Thought, | 

Perplexing 3 Thought, in Intricacies runs, 

And Reaton knits "wh \inextricable Toll, 


And TT; in the Web har 1 — w rought. 
One Argument is balanc'd by another, 
And Reaſon Reaſon meets in doubtful Fight, 
And Proofs are countermin'd by equal Proofs. 
No more I'll bear this Battle of the Mind, 
This inward Anarchy; but fnd my Wife, 
And to her trembling Heart preſenting Death, 
Force all the Secret from her, 
Zan. O forbear! 
You totter or. the very Brink of Ruin. 
Alien. What doit thou mean ? 
Zan, That will diſcover all, | | 
And il my Hopes. What can I think to do | ? [-e 
Ar. hat doſt thou m: urmur? | 4 
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Jan. Force the Secret from her! 

What's Perjury to ſuch a Crime as this? 

Will he conteis it then ? O groundleſs Hope 

But reſt aflur'd, ſhe'll make this Amos, 

Or falſe or true, your Ruin with the King 

Such is her Father's Power. 

ln. No mere, I care uct; 

Rather than groan beneath this Load, I'll die. 
Zan. Bat tor what better will you change this Load ? 

Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe ?. 

Alon. No, it would cure me of my mortal Pangs: 

B/ Hatred and Contempt, I ſhould deſpiie her; 

| And all m- Love-bred Ao Zonies Would vamiſh. 

Aan. Ab! were 1 ſure ot that, my Lord 

Alon. W hat then? 

Zan. You ſhould not hazard Life to gain the Secret. 

lan. What doit thou mean? T hou know ft I'm oh 

the Rack; 5 
I'Il not be play d with, ſpeak, if Sick halt ag, 

= Or } bis Inſtant ly tO Leongrs: | 
Zar. That is, to Death. My Lord, I am not yet 

Quite ſo far gone in Guilt to ſuffer it, : 

Tho” gone too far, Heav'n knows —*Tis I am guilty.— 

I have took Pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 

To hinder you from diving in the Secret, 

And turn d aſide your Thoue! to from the e Detect on 
40 . Theu dott confound ine. | 
Zain. I contound myſelf, 5 

And frankly own, though to my Shame I own it, 

Naoughit but your Life in Danger cc 11d have torn 

The Secret out, and made me own my Crime. 
Alon. Spe: ik quickly ; Canga, ſpeal:. | 

Jan. Not yet, dread Sir: 

Firſt 1 mutt ve allur'd, that if vou find 

The fair one guilty, Scorn, as you aſiur d me, 

Shall conquer Love and Rage, and heal your Soul. 

Alen. Oh! "twill, by Heav'n. 

Zan. Alas! I fear it much, | 

And L {carce Can hone 40 jar; but J of this 


Exact 
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Kvact your ſolemn Oath, that you'l} abſtain 
From all Self-Violence, and fave my Lord 
Aion. I trebly ſwear. 
Zan. You'll bear it like a Van! ? 
Ain. A God, | 
Jan. Such have vou been to me, theſe Tear: conſeſs it, 
And pour'd forth Miracles of Kindneſs on me: 
And u hat Amends is now within my Pov | | 9 
Zur to confeſs, expoſe myſe!f to Inftice, 
And as a Blefling claim my Punihment ? 
| Know then, Don Carlos. 
Jon. Oh! | 
Zan. You cannot bear it. | 
Ain, Go on, I'll have it, 0. it biaſt Mankind; 
ZN, have it all, and inflant's.. Go. on. 5 | 
Zau. Don Caries did return at dead cf ih? 


Enter Leonora. 


| 1 My Lord 4550 vo, you are abſent fin ut, 
And quite undo our Joy. 
Al. Il come, my Love | 
Be not Cer Friends defected! 57 us bot th; 
It alan you t1iz Moment. 
75 . 1 My good Lord, 
J do vere Yeverit\ of Thought EN | . 
Upon) vou, Brow. Au, Tht hear you from the Iasi ? 
Alam. No, my Delight. 
Let. What then emplo;; 'd your Mind ? | 
Alon. i non, Loge, and only Thou; ſo Heav'n be. 
end mes: | 
As other Thon; nc can find no Entrance here. 
Lean. Row. god in you, Day. Lord, hom Nations 
| Care: | 
Sellicit, and a Woild in Arms obeys, 
Lo drop one Thoug!: IDLE 
le ters the auf Inpatierce : 
Alon. Dot thou then prize ꝛt! 


Leon. 
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Leon. Do you then aſk it? 
Alon. Know then to thy Comfort, 
Thou haſt me all, my throbbing Heart 1s full 
Wich thee alone, I've though: of nothing elſe ; 
Nor ſhall, I from my Soul believe, till Death, 
My Lite, our Friends expect thee. 

Leon. I obey. --: | | 
Abe. Is that the Face of curs'd Hypoeriſy ? 
Tf ſhe is guilty, Stars are made of Darkneſs, 
And Beauty thall no more belong to IIleavn 

Don Carlos did return at dead of Night: p 
Proceed, good Zanga, fo thy Tale Legan. 
Zan. Don Carles did return at dead « of Night ; 
That Night, by Chance (ill Chance for me) did I 
Comment the Watch that guards the palace Gate. 
He told me he had Letters for the King, 
Diſpatch'd from you | 
Alon.” The: V lain 1y'd. 
Zan. My Lord, 
I pray forbear — Cranſperted 2 t his Sight, 

Aiter ſo leng a Bondage, and your i iend, 
(Who could ſuſpect him of an Artifice ?). 
No farther I enquird; but let him pats, 
Falſe to my Truſt, at dealt ia. rudent in it. 
Our Waich reltev'd, I went into the Garden 
As is my Cuſtom when the Nicht's terene, 
And took a Noon-ligkt Walk: When ſoon I heard 
A ruilling in an Arbuvr that was near me. 

[ {aw two Lovers in each other's Arms, 
_ Embracing and embrac'd. Anon the Man 
Aroſe, and falling back ſome Paces from her, 
Gaz d ardently awhile, then ruſh'd at once, 
And throw ing all himſelf into her Boſom, 

There ioftly fich d; * O Night of Ecftacy ! 
„ When ſhall we meet again 7 Don Carlos then 
Led Le;x5ra torth. | 

Aun. Oh! Oh my Heart! He fonks into @ Cha 

Zar. Groan on, and with the Sound refreſh my So 
Tis thro” his Heart, his Knees ſmite one another; 


Ex. Leom 
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'Tis thro' his Brain, his Eye-balls roll in Anguiſh. Ade. 
My Lord, my Lord, why will you rack my Soul ? 
Speak to me, let me know that you ſtill live. 
Do you not know me, Sir? Pray look upon me 
You think too deeply, I'm your own Zanza, 
do lov'd, fo cheriih'd, and ſo faithful to you, —— 
Where art you in jack Fury ? Nay, my Lord, 
For Heav'n's ſake ſheath your Sw ord! M. hat can this 
mean ? 
Fool that I was, to truſt you with the Secret, 
And you unkind to break your Word with me. 
O Paſſion for a Woman ! On the Ground? 
Where is your boaſted Courage? Where your Scorn, 
And prudent Rage that was to cure Four Grief, 
And chaſe your love-bred Agonies awa | 
Riſe, Sir, for Honour's fake. Why Would the Aeg, 
Why ſhould the Varquiſh'd triumph Penner 
An. Would to Heaven. 
That I were lower ſtill! Oh ſhe was All ] 
My Fame, my Friendſhip, and my Love of Arms, 
All ſtoop'd to her, my Blocd was her Poſtefiion, 
Deep in the ſecret Foldings of my Heart 
She liv'd with Life, and "Cap the dearer She. 
But and no more {et Nature in a Blaze, 
Give her a Fit of jealouſy— au ay 
Jo think on't, is the Torment of the Damn d; 
And not to think on 't, is impoſſible. 
How fair the Cheek, that firit alarm'd my Soul ! 
How brig] it the Eye, that ſet it on a Flame 
How ſoſt the Breaſt on which I laid mv Peace 
For Years to ſlumber, unawak d by Care 
How herce the IJranſport! How fablime the Biif: | 
How deep, how black the Horror, and Deſpair ! 
Zan. You ſaid you'd bear! it Uke a Man. 
Abn. I do. 
Am I not moſt diſtracted ? 
Zan. Pray be cam | 
An. As Hurricanes: Be thou afiur'd of that 
Zan. o this the wiſe Alone 2 
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Aon. Villain, no. | 
He dy'd in the Arbour, he was murder'd there; 
[ am his Denon tho'— My Wife! my Wite! — 

Zan. Alas! he Weeps. | 

Hon. Go, dig her Grave. 

Zus. My Lord! ' 

Alon. But that her Blood's too hot, 1 would carouſe it 
Around my Bridal Board. | 

Zan. And I would pledge thee. [ Ade, 


Alen. But ] may talk too faſt. Pray let me think, 
And reaton mildly. — Wedded and undone 


Before one Night defcends - O haſty Evil! 


What Friend to comfort me in this Extreme 
Where's Carlos? W hy 13 Cærlis abut from me? 


Does he know what has happen'd ? 


Zan. Ny good Lord 
- Alan 0 Depth ot Horrors! He!- 


F- 712 nd? Ly 


Zan. Alas | compoſe yourſelf, my Lord. 
Low: To De ith. 


re hop a1 71% 207 b Eves /0 ; arderth! / 


my Bowm 


Z. r. M: 1 EXCE! Alert f 
Aion. Haris! You can keep 2 Secret. 
In yonder Arbour bound with Jefiamin,  _ | | 
Wass that? What Villain's that? unhand her 
„. 


4+3 dat 
Fear them aſunder— Murder How they grind 
Hart betuixt them! O let go my Heart 
c | Embracing and Embrac'd ! 
J Pettei.ce! — Who let him in? a 1 raytor. 
[ Cr2e's of pores Zanga, he prevents him 
Alas! my Head * — ; round, and my Limbs fail me. 
{an My Lord | 
An. O Villain, Villain, —_ cat! 5 
If chou didſt know it, why didſt let me ved? 
Zan. Hear me, my Lord, your Anger will abate. 


[ Alete. 


Jer! 2 


7 * 2 N 
et let it go 


I knew it not, I ſaw then in the Garden; 


185 


But ſa no more than, ou might well expect 
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To ſee in Lovers deſtin'd for each other. 
By Heav'n, I thought their Meeting innocent. 
Who could ſuſpect fair Leonora's Virtue ? 
Till After-proots conſpir'd to blacken it; 
Sad Proofs, which came too late, which broke not out, 
(Eternal Curſes on Alvarex Haſte) 
Till holy Rites had made the Wanton 8 z 
And then, I own, I labour'd to conceal it, 
In Duty, and Compaſſion to your Peace. 
Alon. LNG now, be damn'd hereafter? for I wank 
ce. 
0 Night of Ecflacy Hs! was't not ſo? 
Iwill enjoy this Murder Let me thin 


7 he Jeſs' min Bow'r, tis 3 and remote; 


G0, wait me chere, and take thy Dagger wich thee. 

= [Exit Zan. 
How the ſweet Sound Kill ſings within my Ear? 

1 Len ſhall aue meet . 9 F in Hell. 


As he is going, Enter Leonora. 


Ha! I'm | frpriz'd, 18 at ker Charm 
O Angel-Devil !—Shall I ſtab her now? 


No, it ſhall be as I had firſt determin'd: 


To kill her now were half my Vengeance loſt. 8 
Then I muſt now diſſemble If I can. „ 
Lecn. My Lord, excuſe me; ſee, a ſecond Time 
I come in Embaſſ y from all your Friends, | 
Whoſe Joys are languid, uninſpir'd by you. 
Alan. This Moment, Leoncra, I was coming 
To thee, and all - but ſure, or I miſtake, 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my Friends w th Joy. 
Leon. Why fighs my Lord? 
Alen. I fight I not, Leonora. : 
Le: " ho ught you did ; your. Sighs ane mine, my 
Lord, 
And 1 mall feel them all. 
Alan. Doſt flatter me? | Fig a 
n Eh . Leone 


ant 


. 


„ my. 


Leone 


IIeav'n's Pay on Earth for ſuch great Souls as Four 's; 
If Fair and Innocent, I am your Due. 


This Hand is mine. Oh! What a Hand is herc? 


Vi herefore? Oh! wherefore this 8 of Beacty 


And ] could ſnatch a flaming Thunderbolt, 


Is this the Fondneſs of your N * Hour? I 
C 
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Leon. If my Regards for you are Flattery, 1 
Full far indeed I ſtretch'd the Compliment 


In this Day's ſolemn Rite, 


Alm. What Right? 
Len, You ſport me. 
Alm. Indeed I do; my Heart is full of Mirth, 


Lein. And ſo is mine II look on Cheerſulneu. 
As on the Health of Virtue. 


Aion. Virtue! Damn 
Lean. What ſays my Lord? 
Alun. 1 hou art exccedin 8 fair. 

Leon. Beauty alone is but of little Worth; 


Dut when the Soul and Body of a Piece, 


Zoth ſhine alike, then they obtain a Price, 
And. are a fit Reward for gallant Actions, 


Alox. Innocent! | 555 (Aale. 
Len. How, my Lord, I interrupt you. 
Alon. No, my beit Life, I muſt not part with thee, 


S0 ſoft, Souls fink into it, and are loſt! 
Leon. In Tears, my Lord ? . 
en. What leſs can ſpeak my Joy? 
gare, and I forget my own Lxiſtence; 
is all a Vifion, my Head ſwims in Heav'n. 


And wherefore ? Oh 


Why, I cou'd gaze upon thy Looks for ever, 
And drink in all my being from thine Eyes ; 


225 hurl Deſtruction. 
Len. How, my Lord ! What mean you ? 

Acquaint me with the Secret of your Heart, 

Or caſt me out for ever from your Love. 


Alon. Art thou concern'd for me? 
Leon. My Lord, you fright me. 


1 
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am ill-us'd, my Lord, I muſt not bear it, 
hy, when I woo vour Hand, is it deny'd me? 
Your very Eyes, v hy are they taught to ſhun me ? 
Ni, my good Lord. | have a Title here, 


And I will have it. Ai f not your Wife? 
Have not I juſt Authority to know 
"That Heart, which I have purchas'd_ with my own ? 
Lay it before me then, it is my Due. 
Unkind A/orizo, tho' 1 might demand it, 
 Benold, I kneel! See, Leonora kneels, 
And deigns to be a Beggar for her own |! 
Lell me the Secret, I conjure you tell me. 
The Bride toregoes the Homage of her Day, 
{/carez) Daughter trembles in the Duſt. 
Speak then, I charge you ſpeak, or J expire, 
Aud load you with my Death. My Lord -- my Lord ö 
Alon. Ha! ha! ha! | [He breaks from her, an 
ubs ufon the Flor: 
Len. Are theſe the Joys which 5 [ conceiv d? 
bro it is thus a wedded Life begins? | 
What did I part with, when I gave my Heart? 
. new not that all Happineſs went with it. 
Iny did I leave my tender Father's Wing, 
Ml venture into Love? The Maid that loves, 
Goes out to Sea upon a ſhatter d Plank,“ 
And puts her Truſt in Miracles for Safety. 
Where ſhall I ſigh ? where pour out my Complaints? 
He that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, ſhould redreſs, 
He is the Source of all. 
Alen. Go to thy Chamber, 
| ſoon will follow; that which now difturbs thee 
Shall be cleared up, and thou ſhalt not condemn me. 
IEE. Leon. 
On! how like Innocence ſhe looks! What, ſtab her, | 
And ruſh into her Blood I never can. | 
Tn Her Guilt ſhines, and Nature holds my Hand. 
How then? Why thus-— No more ; it is determin d. 


E/ er 


{7 ak: Ig his Hand, a, 
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| Enter Zanga. | 
| 25 J fear his Heart has fail'd him. She muſt die. 


Can I not rouze the Snake that's in his Boſom, 


Jo ſting out human Nature, and effect it? _ Add. 


Alon. This vaſt and ſolid Earth, that blazing Sun, 


Thoſe Skies thro' which it rolls, Wu all have End. 
What then is Man ? the ſmalleſt Part of Nothing. 


Day buries Day, Month Month, and Year the Year, 
Our Lite is but a Chain of many Deaths ; 


Can then Death's ſelf be ſear d? Our Life much rather. 


Lite is the Deſart, Life the Solitude, 
Death; Joins us to the great Majority: 
Tis to be born to Plato's, and to La; ; 
"Ts to be Great for ever; 
Lis Fleaſure; tis Ambition then to le 
Zan. 1 think, my Lord, you talk'd of Death. 
Alon. I did- | 
Can. 1 gre Joy, then Te $ dead 
gion. No, Zarga, no, the greateſt Guilt is mine, 
I is mine, who might have mark'd his Midnight Viſt. it, 
ho might have mark'd his Tameneſs to reſign her, 
BE 20 might have mark'd her ſudden Turn of Love: 
heſe, and a Thouſand 1 Tokens more; and yet, 
er which the Saints abtolve my Soul) did wed. 
Zan. = here does this tend! SH 
455 0 To ſhed a W man, ; Blood | | 
Would ftain my Sword, and make my Wars inglorious ; 
But just Reſentment to my ſelf bears in it 
4 Stamp of Greatne!; 5 above vulgar Minds. 


| He who, ſuperior to the Checks of Nature, 


Dares make his Life the Victim of his Reaſon, 


Does in ſome ſort that Reaſon deify, 


And take a Flight at Heav'n. e 
Zen. Alas! my Lord, 7M 


Tus not your Reaion „but h er 8 finds 


C-2 Thoſe 
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Thoſe Arguments, and throws you on vour Sw ord; 


You cannot cloſe an F ve that is 10 rig ht, 
Yeu cannot ſtrike a Breaſt that is fo loft, 


That has ten thouſand Eeſtaſies in ſtore= 
For Carlos? No, my Lord, I mean tor you. 
Alon. Oh! thro' my Heart, and Marrow! Pr ythee 
ſpare me; 
' Nor more upbraid the Weakneſ: of thy Lord. 
IT own, I try'd, I quarrell'd with my Heart, 
And puſh'd it on, and bid it give her De * 
But oh ! her Eyes ſtiuck firſt, and murder'd me. 
Zan. I krow not what to er to my I, ord. 
_ Menare but Men; we did not make ourſelves. 
Farewell then, my teſt Lord, ſince you mult die. 
O that I were to ſhare your Monument, 


And in eternal Darkneſs cloſe theie Eyes 


Againſt thoſe Scenes which I am doom 1'd to ſufter ! 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? 
Jan. And is it then unkncwn? 
O Grief of Heart, to think that you hould aſk it! 
Sure you diftruſt that ardent Love I bear you, 
Þ1fe could you doubt when you are laid in Puſt. 
But it will cut my poor Heart thro” and thro' 
To fee thoſe revel on your ſacred Tomb, 
Who brought you thither by their law lefs Loves. 
For there they I revel, and exult to find i 
Him ſleep ſo faſt, who elſe would marr their Joys. 
Alen. Diſtraction - — but Don Carles, well thou 
know ſt, 
Is ſheath'd in Steel, and bent on hes Thoughts. 
Zan. I'll work him to the Murder of his Friend; 
Ves, till the Fever of his Blood returns, 5 
While her laſt Kiſs full glows upon his Cheek. [Ali. 
But when he finds Albnzo is no more; | 
Ho will he ruth like Lightning to her Arms 
There ſigh, there languiſh, there pour out his Soul; 
But not in Grief ——- ſad Obſequies to the. 


But thou wilt be at Peace, nor ſee, nor hear 


—— . —U 


5 When 
At Aulis, one pour'd out a Daughters I. 
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Nh 
2. 


The burning Kiſs, the Sigh of Eeſtacy, 


Their throbbing Heart; that juſtle one ancther : 


Thank 9 theſe Torments will be all my own. 


Alen. I'll eaſe thze of that Pain. Let Carlos die, 
O'ertake him on the Road, and {ec it done. 


"Fis my Command. [Gives his Sg. | 


Far I dare not lifobey, 
Aan. My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 
Zan. Ah, Sir! think, think again. Are all Men buried 
In Carlos Gare? You Lao not Womankind. 
When once the throbbing of the Heart has broke 
The modeſt Zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 
Each Man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 


Alon. That Thought has more of Hell than had the 
tormer. 


Another, and another, and ancrkes'?. 


And each ſhall caſt a Smile upon my Tomb, 


I am convinc'd; I muſt not, will not die. 


Zan. You cannot die; nor can you murder her. 


What then remains ? In Nature no third Way, 


But to forget, and fo to love again. 
G 


Zan. If you forgive, the World will cal yon Goot, 


If you forget, the World will call you Wijc ; 


If you receive her to your Grace again, 
The World will call you, very, very kind. | 
Alon. Zanga, | underſtand thee well. She dies, 
Tho' my Arm tremble at the Stroke, ſhe dies. 

Jau. That's truly Great. What think you 'twas ſet up“ 
The Greet and Roman Name in ſuch a Luttre;. 
Bur doing Right in ſtern Deſpite to Nature, 
Shutting their Ears to all her little Crics, 

3 Auguit, and God-like 1 5 call'd? 


And gain'd more Glory than by all its Warr 
Another ſlew his Sitter in juſt Rage; 
A Third, the Theme of all ſucceeding Times, 
Gave to the cruel Ax a darling Son. 

8 
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Nay more, uice ſome devote themſelves, 
As he at C an immortal Name 
Vet chere is one Step lett above em all, 
Above their Hiſtory. above their Fable, 
A Wife, Bride, Minreſs unerjoy'd do That, 
And teal apon the Ert and Roman Glory. 
ET Ron ado = again new Tranſports fire m; 
Bra: 
| had forgot it, Tis my Bridal Night. 
Friend, gie me Joy, we mv? be gay together, 
dce that By Feſtival be duly honour'd. 
And when with Garlands the full Bow! is crown'd, 
And Muſick gives the clev: ing Sound, | 
And golden Carpets ſpread the ſacred Floor, 
And a new Day the blazing Tapers pour, 
Thou, Zanga, thou my ſolemn Friends invite, 
| From the dark Realms of everlaſtin Night, 
(Call Vengeance, call the Furies, call Deſpair, 
And Death our chief-invited Gueſt be there; 
Ile with pale Hand ſhall lead the Bride, - and ſpread 
F.rernal Curtains round our nupual Bed. LE. re 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


 Entor Alonzo. 


| S#LUNEDO. 
Þ Pititul ! O terrible to Sight! | 
Poor mangled Shade, "all cover'd v'er 
8 with Wounds, _ 
And ſo diſguis'd with Blood! Who mur- 
7 der d thee? 
— Tell thy fad Tale, and thou ſhalt be 
2 | . reveng'd. 
3 Cork n Carles Oh away ! 
Go to thy Grave, or let me tink to mine. 
I cannot bear the Sight What Sight ?— Where am [? 
There's nothing here — If this was Fancy's Work, 
She cras a PI re n — 


Nn 247. 
Zan. Ha 8 re Pale. 
Alan. 1s Carlos murder'd ? 
Jan. I obey'd your Order. 
Six Ruffians overtook him on the Road; 
| He tought as he was wont, and four he ſlew, 
k Then ſunk beneath an hundred Wounds to De 4th. 
* His laſt Breath bleſt Alorzo, and defir'd d, 
His Bones might reft ncar yours. 
Aion. O Zang 4 £45. gal - | | 
But I'll not- ke. for I mutt act, and thinking 
culd ruin me * Action. O the Medley 
Of Right and W rong ' the Chaos in iny Brain! 


C4 He 
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He ſhould, and ſhould not die—Ycu ſnould obey, 
And not obey 1 is a Day of Darkneſs, 
Ot Contradictions, and of many Deaths 
Where's Lecssra then? Quick, anſwer me; | 
I'm deep in Horrors, III deeper {1}. ——_— 
I find, thy Artifice did take Effect; 
And the torgives my late Deportmert to her. 
Zaun. I told her, from your Childhocc you. was wot 
On any great Surprize, but chiefly t then 
hen Cauſe of Sorrow bore it Company, 
To have your Paſſion ſhake the Seat of Reaſon, 
A momentary Il, which ſoon blew o'er. 
Then did I tell her of Don Carlo: Death. 
(Witely ſuppreſſing by what means he ſell) 
And laid the Blame on that. At firſt ſhe doubted: 
But ſuch the honeſt Artifice I us'd, 
And ſuch her ardent With it ſhould be true, 
That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy'd. 

Ain. Twas well the was. In our late Interview, 
My Paſſion ſo far threw me ſrom my Guard 
(Methinks tis itrange that, conſcious of her Guilt, 
dhe ſaw not turo' its thin Diſguiſe my Heart. 

Zam. But what deſign you, Sir, and how ? 

Aion. I'Il tell thee. 
Ti us I've ordain'd it. In the ſeſs'min Bow'r, 
The Place which ſhe diſhonovr'd with her Guilt, 
There will I meet her, the Appointment's made; 
| Ar. calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 
The Blackneſs of her Crime before her Sight, 
And then, v/ith all the cool Solemnity 


Ct publick Juſtice, give her to the Grave. Ext. 
Zan. Why, get thee gone ae, and Night go with 
thee! 


Siſters of A. leren, go hand in Rand. 
Go. &: acc ar ound the Bow”? r, and cloſe them in; 
Ar til them that 1 fent you to ſalute them. 
tune the Ground, and for th' ambroſial Role, 
Ard Erecth of Jefauin, tet Hlemlock blacken, 

| 5 And 
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And deadly Nighthade poiſon all the Air. 

For the fee: Ni; Ihtingale may Ravens croat:, 
Toad: pant. and \dders ruſtle thro! the Leav es; 
May Serpents winding up the Trees, let fall 
heir hiling Necks upon them from above, 

And mingle Kitfes — tuch as I fliould give them. [Exit. 


FFC . 


Leonora feeping. Enter Alonzo. 


Aon. E A ' ye Roſes, like the Morn | 
* Sweet My rties, and ye : Golden Orange Groves 

Why do you {mile ! 4 Why ds you look 10 fair 4 

Are you not blaitcd as I enter in? 

Yes, ſee how every Flow'r lets fall its Head! 

How ſhudders ev ery Leaf without a Wind! 


How every Green is as the Ivy ale! 
Did ever Midnight Ghoſts allemble here? 


Have theſe ſweet Echoes ever learnt to groan ? 

toy-giving, Love inſpiring, holy Bower! 

Know, in thy fragrant 1 thou receiv'it 

A—Murderer. Oh! I ſtall ſtain thy Lilies, 

And Horror will uſurp NN 2 of Bliſs. 

59 Luci fer broke into e 5 | 0 

And ſoon Damnation follow'd. Ew 3 Ha! ſhe 
| ſleeps | 5 

The Day's uncommon Heat has overcome her. 

Then take, my longing Eyes, your laſt full Gaze. 

Oh, what a Sight is here! How dreadful fair! 

\Uho would not think that Being innocent ! 


_ Where ſhall I ſtrike ? Who ſtrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf, 


My own. Life-Blood will iſſue at her Wound, 
© my diſtracted Heart! =O cruel Heav'n! 
Ce To 
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To give ſuch Charms as thoſ:, and then call Man. 7 
_ ivieer Man, to be your Executioner. 
Was ith 2Cauſe it was too hard for you ? 
But fee ſhe ſmiles! I never ſhall ſmile more. 
t frongly EmpH me to a parting Niis. | 
Loving 5 ke Haris hack. 
a! imile again? She dreams of him the loves 
urſe on her Char nig: I'l ſtab her thro' them: all. 

[A. he is going to ſtrike, fe avaker, 


1. 
C 


Cen. My Lord, your ſtay was long, and yonder Luft 


Ct falling Waters tempted 1:2 to Reſt, 
Difp:rite with Noon's exceflive Heat. 


Alon. Ye Pow'rs! with what an Eye ſhe mends the 


Day ! 


Vile they were clos'd I ſhould have given the Blow. Ade. 


O tor a lat Embrace ! and then for Taſtice. 
Thus Heav'n and I thall both be ſatisfy 'd. 

Leon. What ſays my Lord ? 

Aion. Why this Alon xo ſays. | 
If Love were endleſs, Men were Gods: Tis that 
Does counter. balance Travel, Danger, Pain 
Tis Heav'n's Expedient to make Mortals bear 
The Light, and cheat them of the peaceful Grave. 

Leon. Alas! my Lord, why talk you of the Grave? 
Your Friend is dead; in Friendſhip you ſuſtain 
A mighty Loſs, repair it with my Love. 

Alin. Thy Love! Thou piece of W itchcraft I wou'sd 

ſay : 
Thou brighteſt Angel! I could gaze for ever. 
Where hadft thou this? Enchantreſs, tell me where * 
Which with a Touch works Miracles, boils u 
My Blood to Tumults, and turns round my Prain ! 
E\'n now thou ſwim'ſt before me. I ſhall loſe thee. 
No, I will make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 
ho turn'd this lender Waiſt with ſo much Art, 
ard ſhut Perfection in fo tmall a Ring? 
\Vho ſpread that pure Expanſe of W hite above, 
On which the dazzled "gs Can 1 no Reſt; 


: — — — —_— 
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But drunk with Beauty, wanders up ant | down 
For ever and for ever finds new Chains 
But, © thote Eyes! thoſe Murderers! 0 whence, 
Whence didit thou ſteal their burning Orbs : from 


Heav' n 
Thau dic it and us Religion to adore them. 
| Legt. * ben Ac. NED moe lerate Your Thought: © 
Ee Kill fricht me, tho! of Love itſelf. 
Aden. Extremes 1 it W e me away; 
ot | come none again and ge for Jullce 
| Ave 1 now tor Death —=It is impotitle—— 
—_ _ were 1 by Hear” n | was e's to Sin, 
Er in their Guilt to laugh at Parichment 1 ["ae. 
| 1 dave her to Junk Ileav It. Dr the D; Ager $4 RIA gcc . 
Leer, Ila! à Dagger | 
What dot thou ſay, thou Minif for of Death ? | 
What dreadiul Tale dot 1 tell me? Let me chink. 
| SF 
| Enter. Inga. 
| Jau. Death to my tow ring g Hopes! O fall 183 high! 
| | M. cloſe long- ſabour'd Scheme at once is blaſted. 
That Dagger found will cauſe her to enquire, 


Enquiry will diſcover all, my Hopes | 
Of \ engennce periſh ;_ | myſelf am . 
Curſe on the Cowart's Heart! wi the rt 


nd. 
Which held the Stec ian vain ! = What can be done 
Where can ad bx hat's fumething fill — 't ill breed 
Fell Rage d Bitternci; betwixt their Souls, 
Which m 5 perchance e up to areiter Evil; 8 
Ir not, dis fn Call —=-1 c. all . LA. 
Jen. O Zena! Lam finking. in a 
2922 dropt 41. i, Dagger as he leſt me, | 
jett me in a frange Diſordler t,, 
| Wit can this mean? Angels 
Zen. Yours, Madam, 5 Duro. 


L477 What, ee, don thou I 


— 
4 Mg AO 

. — 

—— — —— 
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Fin. Carry your Goodnels then to ſuch E. \tremes, 
So bli-ded to the Faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not ke is jealous? 

775 „ Heav'ns! | 

A. f {- ] 4 * * ſy, 2 2 85 
| Pp oY 4 Y E 2 thou Ine nings re cur that \ . 
What V N could in! ſpire him wi th that [hought? : 


Ie not ot the Growth of his own Nature. 


Zan. Some Villun. Who, Hell knows; but he 33 jealous; | 


And 'tis moſt fit a Heart fo pure as yours 

Do itſelf Juſtice, and alert its Honour, 

And make him conſcious of his Stab to Virtue. 
Leon. Jealous! it ſickens at my Heart. Unkind, 

Ungenerous, groundleſs, weak, and infolent ! 

W hy ? ö Wheretore? On what Shadow of Occaſion ? 

"Tis Faſcination, 'tis the Wrath of Heay'n 

Fer the collected Crimes of all his Race. | 

On how the Great Man leflens to my Thought? 

How could fo mean a Vice as Jealouſy, 

Unnatural Child of Ignorance and Guilt, 

Which tears and feeds upon itz Parent's Heart, 

Live in a Throng of ſuch exalted Virtues ? 

I ſcorn and hate, yet love him, and adore. 

I cornot, will not, dare not think it n 


Ti Il from dimſelf l KNOW it. | [ Exit, 


Jan. This ſucceeds 
Just to n ny Wiſh. Now ſhe with Violence 
Upbraids him. He, well knowing ſhe is guilty, 
Rages no leſs ; and if on either ſide 
The Waves run high, there ſtill lives hope or Ruin, 


Enter Alewas. 


My 

2 5 Zanga Beis thy Peace, I am no Cowar 
ot Hes vn itſelf did hold my Hand; I felt it, 
By the Well-being of my Soul, I did. 
PV think of Vengeance at another Seaſon, 

Lan. V Lord, ber Gult 


wy 


* 
4 
57 


Alex. 


But tte, my Leonora comes: 


The Revence. 6r 
Alon. Perdition on the Moor, 
For that one Word. Ah! do not rouze that Thought; 
I have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſſible: 


Away then, let us talk of other Things. 
I tell thee, Min, I ras her to Diſtraction. 


If tis my Shame, why be it ſfoy——-l love her; 


Nor can ! help it, tis impos'd upon me 
By ſome 1uperior and reſiſileis Pow” r. 


I could not hurt her to be Lore of Earth ; 


It ſnocks my Nature like a Stroke at Heav'n. 
Angels detend her, as if innocent. 


Be gone. [Ex. Zanga. 


Enter Leonora. 


O ſeen for ever! yet for s ever new! 
Ihe Conquer'd the doſt conquer o'er again, 
Infliding Wound on Wound. 


Lern. Alas, my Lord! 
What need of this to me? 

Alen. Ha! doſt thou weep? | 

Leon. Have I no Caute ? 

Alm. If Love is thy Concern, | 
Tuou haſt no Cauſe ; None ever lov'd ke me. 
Eut wherefore this? Is it to break my Iicart, 
Which 1 ves o much Blood for every Tear ? 

Len. Is it ſo tender? | 

An. Is it not? O Heavy n 


Doubt of my Love? Why, I am nothing elſe, 


It quite abſorbs my every other Paſſion. 

© that this one Embrace would laſt for ever! 
Leon. Could this Man ever mean to wrong my Virtue ? 

Could this Man e'er deſign upon my Life? 3 

Impoſiible ! I throw away the Thought. [Aſae. 


Theſe Tears declare how much I taſte the Joy) 
Of being folded in your Arms and Heart; 


My Unix erſe does lie within that Space. 
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This Dagger bore falſe Witneſs. | 

Aon Ha] My Dagger? | 5 : HE, 
It rouze; horrid Images. Away, : 
Away with it, and let us talk of Love, | | 
Plunge our {elves deep into the (ſweet Illuſion, | [ 
And hide us there from every other Thought. | 

Leon. It touches you. | 
Alon. Let's talks of Love. | | | 
Leon. Of Death. | | 

An. As thou lov'it Happineſs 
Leon. Of Murder. 

Alon. Rath, 

Raſh Woman, yet forbear. 

Leon. Approve my Wrongs f 

Alon. Then muſt I fly, for thy ſake and my own. 

Leon. Nay, by my Injuries, you firſt mult hear me: 
Stab me, then think it much to hear my Groan? 

Alon. Heav'ns, ſtrike me deaf! 

Leon. It well may ſting vou home. 

Alon. Alas! thou quite miſtak'it my Cauſe of Pain. 
Vet, yet diſmiſs me; I am all in Flames. 

Le5n. Who has moſt Cauſe? You, or myſelf ? : What A 
Of my whole Life encourag'd you to this ? | 5 
Or of your own, what Guilt has drawn it on . HP * 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all: 
The weak, ungenerous Error of your Sex. 

What could inſpire the Thought? 5 We otft'neſt judge 
From our own Hearts; and is your's then fo frail. 

It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me ? 

He that can ſtoop to harbour lach a Thought, 
Deſerves to find it true, [ Hlding hin. 
Alon. O Sex, Sex, Sex! [Turning an her, 
The Language of you all. III fated Woman 

Why haſt thou forc'd me back into the Gulph 

Of Agonies, I had block'd up from Thought? 

I know the Cauſe ; thou ſaw'ſt me impotent 

E'er while to hurt thee, therefore thou turn'k on me; 


| But, by the Pangs 1 ſuffer, 50 9 5 Woe. 


F er 
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For fince thou haſt replung'd me in my Tortur e, 
It will be fatisfy'd. | 
Leen, Be ſatisfy d! 
Alen. Yes, thy own Mouth ſhall witneſs it . thee! 
I will be ſatisfy d. | | 
Len. Of — 
Alon. Of what? 6 5 | 
How Gar'lt thou afk that Queſtion ? Woman, Woman, 
Weax, and aſſur'd at once; thus tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy irtue was ſuſpected ? 
Who told thee 1 deſign'd upon thy Lite ? 
You found the Dagger; but that could not ſpeak ; 
Nor did J tell thee; Who did tell thee then? 
_ Guilt, conſcious Guilt. 
Leon. This to my Face? O Heav'n! 
Alon. This to thy very Soul. 
Lecu. Thou'rt not in Earneft 3 
Alon. Serious as Death. | 
Loon. Then Heav'n have Mercy on thee. 
"ill now [I ſtruggled not to think it true, 
I fought Conviction, and would not believe it. 
And doſt thou force me? This ſhall not be born, 
Thou ſhalt repent this Inſult. [Goirg, 
Alon. Madam, ſtay. 
Your Paſſion's wiſe, tis a Diſguiſe for Guilt: 
'Tis my Turn now to fix you here awhile; F 
You, and your thouſand Arts ſhall not eſcape me. 
Leon. Arts? | 
Alen. Arts. Cad for Death is in my Hand 
Lean. Dis in your Words. 
Alan. Conteſs, confeſs, confeſs; | 
Nor tear my Veins with Paſſion to compel thee. 
Lean. | ſcorn to anſwer thee, preſumptuous Man! 


on. Deny then, and incur a fouler Shame. 
Where did I find this Picture? 


Leon. Ha! Don Carlos ? 
By my beſt Hopes, more welcome than thy own. 
Aen. I know it ; but is Vice o very —_ 
That 


4 
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That thou ſhould'ſt dare to daſh it in my F ace 
De ature is fick of thee, abandon'd Woman! | 
Leon. Repent. 
£'/on. Is that for me? 
Leon. Fall, af my Pardon. 
Alon. Aft aniflunent! | 
Lean. Dar'ſt thou perſiſt to think I am diſtonelt ? 
Ain. ] know thee fo. 
Leon, This Blow then to thy Heart 
[She flabs Lenſell. he endeawourirg to prevent her. 
Hon. Hoa? Janga ljabella! Hoa! She bleeds. 
Deſgend, ye bleſſed Angels, to aſſiſt her. 
Leon. This is the only Way I would wound thee, 
Tho' molt unjuſt. Now think me guilty till. 


Enter Ifabella. 


Alon. How ON to inflant Help. The World to ſave her. 
Zion. Unhappy Man! well may'ft thou gaze ard 
tremblc; . 


Dat fix thy Terror and en right; 


lot on my Blood, but on thy own Diſtraction. 


What haſt thou done? Whom cenſur'd ? — Leonorn. 


When thou hadſt cenſur'd, thou would'ſt ſave her 1 
Q Incouſitent! Should I live in Shame, 


Or ſtoop to any other Means but this, | 


To aftert my Virtuc ? No: ſhe who diſputes, 


Admits it poſſible ſhe might be gailty. 


W hile aught but Truth could be my Inducement to it, 
While it might look like an Excuſe to thee, - 
[ tcorn'd to vincicate my Innocence; 
But now, I let thy Raſhneſs know, the Wound 
Which leaſt I feel, is that my Dagger made. 

Clabell 2 leads out Leonora. 
Alon. Ha! Was this Woman guilty ?—and if not — 
How my Thought darkens that Way! Grant, kind 

Heaven, | 
That 


E. 


rd 


a. 


nd 


And I will not-abate a ſingle Groan 
Ha! That were well 


Thy cruel Heart its Fill ?- 


The RevenGe. EE 
That ſhe prove guilty, or give Being End. 
{ that my Hope then ? Sure the ſacred Duſt 


O her that here me trembles in its Urn. 
it in Man the fore Diſtreſs to bear. 


hen Hope itſelf is blacken'd to Def] b. air, 


When all the Bliſs J pant for, is to gain 


In Hell a Refuge from ſeverer Pain? [Exit Alonzo, 


Euter Zanga. 


Zan. How ſtand; the great Account 'twixt me and 
Venge. mee? 


'Tho' much is paid, yet ſtill it owes me e much, 


but that were fatal too | 
Why be it ſo Revenge ſo truly Great 

ould come too cheap, if bought w with leſs than Life. 
Come Death, come Hell then, tis reioly” d, 'tis done. 


E. ater Babella 


1 Ah ! Zogs, "Dt me tremble ! has: not yer 


Poor Leonrra 


Zan. Welters in Blood, and gaips for her lat Breath. 


What then? We all muſt die. 


| Jab. Aiongo raves, | 
And in the Tempeſt of his Grief, has t' rice. | 
Attempted on his Life. At length diſarm'd, 

He calls his Friends that fave him, his worſt F285. 
And importunes the Skies for ſwift Perditior. 

Thus in his Storm of Sorrow. After Pauſe 

Ile ſtarted up, and cail'd alound for Zanga, 


For Zanga rav'd; and ſee, he ſeeks you here, 


Jo learn tne Truth: which moſt he dreads to know. 
Zar. Be gone. Now, now, my Soul, conſummate all. 
| | Exit Iſab. 


Euter 


* * a 
——— 


Let 4; fa and her handred Thrones rejoyce. 13 4 
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Enter Alonzo " 


bn. ©: Zan pa 7 - 
Zan, Do nod n ſo; but enk. 
Alon. I dare not. 1 [Falls on him. 


Zan. You M 31 Grown me with „Our Tears. | 
Alin. Have I not Cauſe? | | 


Zan. As vet vou have no Cauſe. | | 
Alan. Deſt thou too rave? | | 
Zan. Your Anguth is to come. 
You much have been abus'd. 
Aln, Aus'd! by whom? 
Zan. Yo know, were little — 
Aion. Oh! 'twere much. 
Zan. Indeed! | 
Alan. By Heav'n. O give kim to my Fury 
Zan. Fwy for your 22 1 [ live but to oblige you. 


1 — — — 


iis,” Aa I awake? 

Zan; For ever. | | | 
Thy Wife is guiltleſs, that's one Tranſport to me. | 
And I, I let thee know it; that's another. | 
: rg 0 Don Carlos to reſign his Miſtreſs, 

I forg'd the Letter, I diſpos'd the Picture; 


hated, I deſpis'd, and 1 e. | +: 
Alu. Oh! 95 [S ecext. 
Zan. Why this is well- why this is Blow for 


27 
Blow. 
Where are you? 8 me, ſhadow me with Lanrels, 


Ye Spirits, which delight in juſt Revenge. 


Let . e and her pallid Sons go w eep. 


0: mu a ar C Oountrymen! look down, and lee, 
ide Your proſtrate Conqueror ! 


# | 
1 Cad Ci? a9 ay Je n, and all her Kings. 


3 Nercz, (1415 is my Indelgcuce, 


— 
( 
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Tis Peace, 'tis Refuge from my Indignation. 


I ͤmuſt awake him into Horrors. Hoa! 
4/20, hoa! the Moor is at the Gate; 


Awake, Invincible, Omnipotent ! 
'Fhou who doſt all ſubdue. 
Aon. Inhuman Slave! | 

Jan. Fall'n Chriſtian, thou miſtak' i my Character 
ook on me. Who am I? I know, thou ſay 't, 
The Moor, a Slave, an abject, beaten Slave 
Eternal Woes to him that made me ſo 

(But look again. Has fix Years cruel Bondage 


Exringuiſh! d Majeſty ſo far, that nought 
. Shines here, to give an Awe to one above thee ? 


When the great Moor: King Abdalla fell, 
Fell by thy Hand accurs'd, [ fought faſt by kim, 


His Son, tho”, thro' his Fondnets, in Diſguiſe, 
Lefs to expoſe me to th' ambitious Foe. 


Ha! does it wake the; O'er my Father's Corſe 
I ſtood aſtride, till I had ae thy Creſt, 


And then was made the Captive of a Squadron, 


And ſunk into thy Servant But Oh! what, 
What were my Wages? Hear nor Heav'n, nor Earth! 


My Wages were a Blow, * Heav'n, a , 
And from a mortal Hand. 


Alon. O Villain! V illain ! 

Zan. All Strife is vain. 

Alon. Is thus my Love return'd ? 
Is this my Recompence ? Make Friends of Tigers! 


(Slowing 48 


Lay not your Young, O Mothers, on the Breaſt, 


For fear they turn to Serpents as ther lie, 


And pay you for their Nour: oy ment with Death. 


Carlss is cead, and Le ra du 


5 


Doth innocent, both murder 5 1 5 h by we. | 
That heav'nly Mid. Whi zh ſh2uld hu: 1 d ior ever, 
A: leaſt have gently ſlept her Soul <1, | 
Whole Lite ſnould hav A ſhut up as . bing Flow'rs 
At the Cepariing Sun—— was murcer'sd ! murd oh 


0 Shame! O Guilt! O Horror - O R-mor:e 
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O Puniſhment! Had Satan never fell. 
IIell had been made for me-. () Lea:95a 7 
Jau. Muſt I deſpiſe thee too, as well as kate the 5 
Complain of Grief, complain thou art a Man. 
rears from Fortune's lof! y Summit fall, 

Greut Alrxander midſt Bis Conque! its wourn'd; 
Hoey and Demi-gods have known their Sorrows, 
Geber have wept, and I have had my Bluw : 

Haut tis reveng'd, and now iy Work is done. 

Vet, e'er 1 fall, be it one part of Vengeance, 

To make thee confets that I am juſt. | 
Thou ſeeſt a Prince, whole Father thou hat un, 
Whole native Country thou haſt laid in Plood, 
Whole ſacred Perſon (Oh !) thou haſt profan d. 
Whoſe Reign extinguifi'd : What was lett to me 
So highly born ? No Kingdom, but Revenge; 
No Ireaſure, but thy Lortures, and thy Groans. 

If Men ſhould aſk who brought thee to thy End, 

Tell them, the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee. 
If cold white Mortals cenſure this great Deed, 
Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior Beings, 
Souls made of Fire. and Children of the Sun, 
With whom Revenge it Virtue. Fare thee well 
Now fully ſatisfy 11 ſhould take leave ; 

But one thing grieves me, ſince thy Deati: ig near, 
1 leave thee 7 my Example how to die. 


a ke is going to fab himſelf, Alonzo 1 upon hit ts 
prevent him, In the mean time, Enter Alvarez. attended, 
They diſarm and ſeize Zanga. {4101.70 puts the Dagger 

in tis Beſom. . 


Ae No, NMonſter, thou ſhal: not eſcap e by Death 
Oh Father? | | 
A/v. O Alonzo = 1 Vabella, 
Touch. d with Remorſe to ſee her Miſtreſs Pangs, 
Told all the dreadful Tale. 
Alen. What Groan Was that? 


's 


Vor that wou'd rob thy Blood-h: 


The REVENGE. 
7 wr. As I have been a V ultur to thy He 
So will I be a Raven to thine. Ear, 
And true as ever ſnuff'd the Scent of Blood: 
As ever flapt its heavy Wing TRE 
lane Window of the Sick, and croak'd Detpar, 
Thy Wife is dead. 
[Alvarez goes to the Side of the Stage, ard fe urns, 
Aiv. The dreadtul News is true. 
Ahn. Prepare the Rack, invent new Torments for him. 
Zan. This too is well. The fix d and noble Mind 
Turns all Occurrence to its own Advantage. 
And I'll make Vengeance of Calamity. 
en I not thus reduc'd, thou would'ſt not know, | 
[hat, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee fall. 
'T'orture thou may'ſt; but thou ſhalt ne'er deſpite me, 
Ihe Blood will follow here the Knife is driven, 
The Fleſh will quiver where the Pincers tear, 
And Sighs and Cries by Nature grow on Pain. 
But theſe are foreign to the Soul: Not mine 
The Groans that iſſue, or the Tears that fall; 
They diſobey me; on the Rack I ſcorn thee, 
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art. 


As when my Fau ichion clove thy Helm in Battle. 


Atv. Peace, Villain? 
Zar. While I live, Old Man, I'll peak, 
And well I know thou dar'ſt not kill me yet; 
dunds of their Prey, 
lon. Who called Alenxo? 
Aiv, No one call'd, my Son. 
Alon. Again tis Caries Vo 7 and I obey; Ig 


Oh how 1 laugh at all that this can 


(es, ing the Dagger. 
The Wounds that pain d, the Wourds that murder d me, 
Were giv'n before; I am already dead, | 


This only marks m 7 Body for the Grave. 
[Stabs himſelf. 


Africh, chew a reveng d ay 1 / [Dies. 


Zan. Good Ruffians, give me leave, my Blood is yours, 
The anos Res, and you mall have it all; 


Let 
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Let me look one Moment on the Dead, 

And Pay yourſelves with gazing on my Pa 
[He goes to W 5 Bech. 

Is this Alonzs ? Where's the haughty Mien ? 

Is that the Hand which ſmote me? Heav'ns how pale! 4 

And art thou dead ? So is my Enmity. 

I war not with the Duſt: the Great, the Proud, 

'The Conqueror of 4fich was my Foe. 

A Lion preys not upon Carcaſſes. 

This was thy only Method to ſubdue me. 

error and Doubt fall on me, all thy Good 

Now blazes, all thy Guilt is in the Grave. 

Never had Man ſuch Funeral Applauſe; 

71 lament nee, ture thy Worth was great. 

I Vengeance I have follow'd thee too far, 
Hud to receive me Hell blows all her Fires. 


Dreadful Effect of lea louſy A Rage 
n-which the Wiſe with Caution will engage ; ; 
Let uctant lone, ard t2ray to bel! ve, 
Vi here frray'd by Nati re we ont: 1e5 deceive, 
here cor own Fo! ly joinis the Villain's _ 
We ea Man find: 4 Za 7 in Eis Heart Exc. 


I. 


He 8 15 . 8 


Jiu,  mcer E fu d you think it Right, 


| 20 eat no Supper 


oa 4 fats, jet boi wing Couples ly the Ears; 


EPFILOGVE 


By a Friend. 


N Author ſent me, in ov Fumble Strain, 
<Y To beg you'd bleſs the Off: bring of his Brain: 
And J your Proxy promis d in your Name, : 
The Child h d live, at I. aft fi es Day: of Fomie,. 
: 1 like the Brat, but fill his Faults can fir 5 
Ant, ＋ the Parent's leave, will jpeak my Mind. 


Gallants, tray tell me, do you think tæras well, 
To let a avilling Maid lead Apes in Hell ? 


an your l Feng Night: 4 

S Hon. 4 Engliſh Hiſt and. dare £9. [tare Yee ver, 
Be /ure they' d lead moſt comfortal lc Lives. * 
Put Je laden Miſchief, and with Grourdlejs 


CAYsS 3 
28 


Ibn d Led the 4 Hrjbands F our Nation, 
2, G Vile, O F. 
ea. g tem Pss e, Ol. 77; 15 Sion 

But To Ve "be en taught in tar good-natur lime, 

2. Tealiu), the” uh is ſtill a Crime, 
Ard S2 5 ic r nat to blame i Plot 

That jccme ALONG ras @ ſtupid Ss 
/ + T; hill 2 Br; Ae. C A2 1 reg e 75 
* Tos ft De 1 E 12 had te poor Aa: been clay a: 
I Eger on 0p; C16. ere be Anta 9 
EF 7 
[ "CBI I the Belus Crime 7 rere fuiie, (1 77. 
2% Pricfl ſaid Grac e, Joe met him an the Bes Wer, 
In Wa nu ht anti. ſpate an How .—— 

> E-rerd, tut the hot-brain'd Spar iard, 
7e — 6; | mma fl P F 0: ard, — 


Has 


F 6 K 
Had he been I aſe, at this their private Meeting, 
The Proof oth" Pudding had been in the Eating. 
Madan kad len lu ploas'@, ard Don conterited, 
Mat ail £1: r { A lurdesr bees: 77 K rec. 
hriton-, Ge ee, and from this /ad Example, 
Ar reat Las ain, but farft tare a Sani ie. 
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